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THE 


FATAL  CURIOSITY. 


PROLOGUE. 

Written  by  HENRY  FIELDING,   Efq. 
Spoken  by  Mr.  ROBERTS, 

<7~7/  E  Tragic  Mufe  has  long  forgot  to  plcafe 

Wit  bShzkefpczre's  nature,  or  with  Fletcher' s  eafe; 
Nopajfion  movd,   thro*  fve  long  afts  you  fit, 
Chared  with  the  poet1  s    language,  or  his  wit. 
Fine  things  arefaid,    no  matter  whence  they  fall ; 
Each  Jingle  character  might  fpeak  them  all. 

But  from  this  modern  fafiionable  way,        ty 
T^o-nig'ht,    our  author  begs  your  le  ave  toftray. 
Nofuftian  hero  rages  here  to-night ; 
No  armies  fall,   to  fx  a  tyrant's  right  : 
From  tower  lije  we  draw  our  fcene's  diflrefs; 
—  Let  not  your  equals  move  your  pity  kfs  !  , 
Virtue  diftrefl  in  bumble  ft  ate  f up  fort ; 
Nor  think  jhe  never  lives  without  the  court* 

Tho*  to  our  fcenes  no  royal  robes  belong, 
AndM  our  little  ft  age  as  yet  be  young,   ' 
Throw  both  your  /corn  and  prejudice  ajlde  ; 
Let  us  with  favour,  not  contempt  hetr^d\ 
Thro*  thefirft  afts  a  kind  attention  lend, 
The  growing  fcene  jhall force  you  to  attend  ; 
Shall  catch  the  eyes  of  every  tender  fair, 
And  make  them  charm  their  lovers  with  a  tear. 
The  lover  too  by  pity  Jhall  impart 
His  tender paffion  to  his  fair  one"1  s  heart  : 
The  breaft  which  others  anguijh  cannot  move, 
Was  ne'er  the  feat  of  friend/bip.,  or  of  love. 

VOL.    II.  B  DRA- 


DRAMATIS    PERSONS. 


MEN. 

Old  Wilmot.  Mr.  Roberts. 

Young'Wilmot.  Mr.  Davis. 

Euflace.  Mr.  Wooburn. 

Randal.  Mr.  Slates. 


WOMEN. 

ife  to 
Chariot. 


Agnes,  Wife  to  old  Wilmot.        Mrs.  Cbarke. 
hariot.  Mifs  Jones. 

Mifs  Karver* 


Vijttors  Men  and  Women. 
SCENE,    PSKRYN  in  Cornwall. 


FATAL  CURIOSITY. 


ACT    I.    SCENE    I. 

A  Room  in  WIL MOT'S  Houfc. 

OLD  WILMOT  alone. 

TH  E  day  is  far  advanced ;  the  chearful  fun 
Purfues  with  vigour  his  repeated  courfe  ; 
No  labour  leflening  nor  no  time  decaying 
His  ftrength,  or  fplendor  :  evermore  the  fame, 
From  age  to  age  his  influence  fuftains 
Dependent  worlds,  beftows  both  life  and  motion, 
On  the  dull  mafs  that  forms  their  duflcy  orbs, 
Chears  them  with  heat,  and  gilds  them  with  his 

brightnefs. 

Yet  man,  of  jarring  elements  compos'd, 
Who  pofts  from  change  to  change, from  the  firfl  hour 
Of  his  frail  being  till  his  difTolution, 
Enjoys  the  fad  prerogative  above  him, 
To  think,  and  to  be  wretched -^W  hat  is  life, 
To  him  that's  born  to  die  !  or  what  that  wifdom. 
Whofe  perfection  ends  in  knowing  we  know  no 
thing  ! 

Meer  contradiction  all !  A  tragic  farce, 
Tedious  tho'  ftiort,  and  without  art  elaborate, 
Ridicule ufly  fad— 

Enter  RANDAL. 

Where  haft  been,  Randal  ? 
RANDAL. 

Not  out  of  Penryn,  fir  ;  but  to   the  ftrand, 
To  hear  what  news  fromFalmouth  fmcc  the  florm 
Of  wind  laft  night. 

Bz 
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OLD    WILMOT. 

It  was  a  dreadful  one. 

RANDAL. 

Some  found  it  fo.  A  noble  ftrip  from  India, 
Ent'ring  into  the  harbour,  run  upon  a  rock, 
And  there  was  loll. 

OLD    WILMOT. 
What  came  of  thofe  on  board  her  ? 

RANDAL. 

Some  few  are  fav'd,  but  much  the  greater  part, 
Tis- thought,  are  perifh'd. 

OLD    WILMOT. 

They  are  paft  the  fear. 
Of  future  tempefts,  or  a  wreck  on  more  ; 
Thofe  Who  efcap'd  are  lUll  expos'd  to  both. 

RANDAL. 
But  I've  heard  news,  much  ilranger  than  this  fhip- 

wreck 

Here  in  Cornwall.  The  brave  Sir  Walter  Raleigh, 
Being  arriv'd  at  Plymouth  from  Guiana, 
A  moil  unhappy  voyage,  has  been  betray'd 
By  bafe  Sir  Lewis  Stukely,  his  ownkinfman, 
And  feiz'd  on  by  an  order  from  the  court ; 
And  'tis  reported,  he  muft  lofe  his  head, 
Tofatisfy  the  Spaniards. 

OLD    WILMOT. 

Not  unlikely ; 

His  martial  genius  does  not  fuit  the  times. 
There's  now  no  infolence  that  Spain  can  offer, 
But  to  the  mame  of  this  pacifick  reign, 
Poor  England  muft  fubmit  to— Gallant  man ! 
Pofterity  perhaps  may  do  thee  juftice, 
And  praife  thy  courage,  learning  and  integrity, 

When 
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When  thou'rt  paft  hearing :  thy  fuccefsful  enemies, 
Much  fooner  paid,  have  their  reward  in  hand, 
And  know  for  what  they  labour'd.— Such  events 
Mud,  queftionlefs,  excite  all  thinking  men, 
To  love  and  pra&ife  virtue  ! 

RANDAL. 

Nay,    'tis  certain, 

That  virtue  ne'er  appears  fq  like  itfelf,      4Pf*  * 
So  truly  bright  and  great,  as  when  oppreft.^ 

OLD    WILMOT. 
I  underftand  no  riddles. — Where's  your  miflrefs: 

RANDAL. 
I  faw  her  pafs  the  high-ftreet  t'wards  the  minfter. 

OLD    WILMOT. 

She's  gone  to  -vifit  Chariot— She  doth  well. 
In  the  foft  bofom  of  that  gentle  maid, 
There  dwells  more  goodnefs  than  the  rigid  race 
Of  moral  pe.dants^e  erbeliev'd,  or  taught. 
With  what  amazing  conftancy  and  truth, 
Doth  (he  fuftain  the  abfence  of  our  fon, 
Whom  more  than  life  me  loves  !  how  ihun  for  him,, 
Whom  we  mall  ne'er  fee  more,  the  rich  and  great! 
Who  own  her  charms  more  than  fupply  the  want    , 
Of  mining  heaps,  and  figh  to  make  her  happy,  f 
Since  our  misfortunes,  we  have  found  no  friend, 
None  who  regarded  our  diftrefs,  but  her ; 
Arid  me,  by  what  I  have  obferv'd  of  late, 
Is  tired,  or  exhaufted— curft  condition  1 
To  live  a  burden  to  one  only  friend, 
And  blaft  her  youth  with  our  contagious  woe ! 
Who  that  had  reafon,  foul,  orfenfe,  would  bear  ic 
A  moment  longer  ! — then  this  honeft  wretch  1  — 
I  muft  difmifs  him— Why  mould  I  detain 
A  grateful,  gen'rous  youth  to  periih  with  me  ? 

B  3  Hi? 
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His  fervice  may  procure  him  bread  elfewhere, 
Tho*  I  have  none  to  give  him.  — Prithee,  Randal, 
How  long  haft  thou  been  with  me  ? 

RANDAL. 

Fifteen  years* 

I  was  a  very  child  when  firft  you  took  me, 
To  wait  upon  your  fon,  my  dear  young  matter  ! 
I  oft  have  wifh'd,  I'd  gone  to  India  with  him.  ; 
Tho'  you,  defponding,  give  him  o'er  for  loft. 

[OLD  WJLMOT  wipes  his  eyes. 
I  am  to  blame— this  talk  revives  your  forrow 
For  his  abfence. 

'./  OLD  W  I  L  M  OT. 

How  can  that  be  reviv'd, 
Which  never  died  ? 

RANDAL. 

The  whole  of  my  intent 
Was  to  confefs  your  bounty,  that  fupplied 
The  lofs  of  both  my  parents ;  I  was  long 
The  object  of  your  charitable  care. 

OLD    W  I  L  M  O  T. 

No  more  of  that :  thou'ft  ferv'd  me  longer  fince 
Without  reward  :   fo  that  account  is  balanc'd, 
Or  rather  I'm  thy  debtor — I  remember, 
When  poverty  began  to  Ihow  her  face 
Within  thefe  walls,  and  all  my  other  fervants, 
Like  pamper'd  vermin  from  a  falling  houfe, 
Retreated  with  the  plunder  they  hadgain'd, 
And  left  me,  too  indulgent  and  remifs 
For  fuch  ungrateful  wretches,  to  be  crufh'd 
Beneath  the  ruin  they  had  help'd  to  make, 
That  you, more  good  than  wife,  refus'd  to  leave  me. 

RANDAL, 

Nay,  I  befeech  you,  fir  ! 

OLD 
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OLD   WILMOT. 

With  my  diftrefs, 

In  perfeft  contradi&ion  to  the  world, 
Thy  love,  refped  and  diligence  increas'd; 
Now  all  the  recompence  within  my  power, 
Is  to  difcharge  thee,  Randal,  from  my  hard, 
Unprofitable  fervice. 

RANDAL. 

Heaven  forbid  ! 

Shall  Iforfake  you  in  your  worft  neceflity  ?— < 
Believe  me,  fir,  my  honeft  foul  abhors 
The  barb'rous  thought. 

OLD    WILMOT. 

What !  canft  thou  feed  on  air? 
1  have  not  left  wherewith  to  purchafe  food 
For  one  meal  more. 

RANDAL. 
Rather  than  leave  you  thus, 
I'll  beg  my  bread,  and  live  on  others  bounty 
While  I  ferve  you. 

OLD    WILMOT. 

Down,  down  my  fwelling  heart, 
Or  burft  in  filence  :  'tis  thy  cruel  fate 
Infults  thee  by  his  kindnefs — he  is  innocent 
Of  all  the  pain  it  gives  thee — Go  thy  ways^ 
I  will  no  more  fupprefs  thy  youthful  hopes     . 
Of  rifmg  in  the  world. 

RANDAL. 

'Tis  true,  I'm  young, 

And  never  try'd  my  fortune,  or  my  genius : 
Which  ;nay  perhaps  find  out  fome  happy  means, 
As  yet  unthought  of,  to  fupply  your  wants, 

B  4  OLD 
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OLD     WILMOT. 

Thou  tortur'ft  me  -  I  hate  all  obligations 
Which  I  can  ne'er  return — And  who  art  thou, 
That  I  fhou'd  ftoop  to  take  'em  from  thy  hand  ! 
Care  for  thyfelf,  but  take  no  thought  forme; 
I  will  not  want  thee  — trouble  me  no  more. 

RANDAL. 

Be  not  offended,  fir,    and  I  will  go. 
I  ne'er  repin'd  at  your  commands  before  ; 
But,  heaven's  my  witnefs,    I  obey  you  now 
With  flrcng  reluctance,  and  a  heavy  heart, 
Farewell,  my  worthy  mailer  !  [Go 

OLD     WILMOT. 

Farewel — flay — 

As  thou  art  yet  a  ftranger  to  the  world, 
Of  which,  alas !  I've  had  too  much  experience, 
I  fhou'd,  metlrinks,  before  we  part,  beftow 
A  little  counfel  on  thee — Dry  thy  eyes  — 
If  thou  weep'il  thus,  Ifliall  proceed  no  farther* 
Doft  thou  afpire  to  greatnefs,  or  to  wealth, 
Quit  books  and  the  unprofitable  fearch 
Of  wifdom  there,  andftudy  human  kind: 
No  fciencewill  avail  thee  without  that; 
But  thatobtain'd,  thou  need'ft  not  any  other. 
This  will  inftruft  thee  to  conceal  thy  views, 
And  wear  the  face  of  probity  and  honour, 
Till  thou  haft  gain'd  thy  end  ;  which  muil  be  ever 
Thy  .own  advantage,  at  that  man's  expence  x 

"W  ho  ihall  be  weak  enough  to  think  thee  honelL 

RANDAL. 
You  mock  me,  fure 

OLD      WILMOT. 

I  never  was  more  ferious. 

RAN* 
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RANDAL. 

Why  ftould  you  counfel  what  you  fcorn'd  to  prac- 
tife  ? 

OLD     W  I  L  M  O  T. 
Becaufe  that  foolilh  fcornhas  been  my  ruin. 
I've  been  an  idiot,  but  would  have  thee  wifer, 
And  treat  mankinds  they  would  treat  thee,RandaI; 
As  they  deferve,    and  I've  been  treated  by  em. 
Thou'il  feen  by  me,  andthofewhonowdelpiie  me, 
How  men  of  fortune  fail,  and  beggars  rife  ; 
Shun  my  example  ;    treafure  up  my  precepts  ; 
The  world's  before  thee-  be  a  knave,  and  prolper. 
What  art  thou  dumb  ?  Mftcr  a  long  paufe.} 

RANDAL. 

Amazement  ties  my  tongue. 
Where  are  your  former  principles  ? 
OLD     WILMOT. 

No  matter ; 

Sucpofe  I  have  renounc'd  'em  :  I  have  paffions, 
.  Andlovetheeftill ;  therefore  would  have  thee  think, 
I  The  world  is  all  a  fee  tie  of  deep  deceit, 
And  he  who  deals  with  mankind  on  the  fquare, 
Js  his  own  bubble,  and  undoes  himfelf.         [Exit. 

RANDAL. 

Is  this  the  man  I  thought  fo  wife  and  juft  ? 
What  teach,  and  counfel  me  to  be  a  villain  ! 
Sure  grief  has  made  him  frantick,  or  fome  fiend 
AfTum'dhis  mape-I  mail  fufpeft  my  fenfes. 
High-minded  he  was  ever,  and  improvident ; 
But  pitiful  and  generous  to  a  fault : 
.Pleafure  he  lov'd,  but  honour  was  his_  idol. 
^ O  fatal  change  !   O  horrid  transformation  I 
So  a  majeftick  temple  funk  to  ruin, 
Becomes  the  loathfome  {heller  and  abode 
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Of  lurking  ferpents,  toads,   andbeafts  of  prey: 
And  fcaly  dragons  hifs,  and  lions  roar, 
Where  wifdom  taught,  and  mufick  charm'd  before, 

[Exit. 

SCENE   II. 

A  Parlour  In  CHARLOT 'j  Houfe. 

CHARLOT   AND   MARIA. 

CHARLOT. 

What  terror  and  amazement  muft  they  feel 
Who  die  by  fhipwreck ! 

MARIA. 

'Tis  a  dreadful  thought ! 
CHARLOT. 

Ay,    is  it  not,  Maria!  to  defcend,  J* 

Living  and  confcious,  to  that  wat'ry  tomb  ?         ^jr 
Alas !  had  we  no  forrows  of  our  own, 
The  frequent  inftances  of  others  woe        v 
Muft  give  a  gen'rous  mind  a  world  of  pain* 
But  you  forget  you  promis'd  me  to  fmg. 
Tho'  chearfulnefs  and  I  have  long  been  Grangers, 
Harmonious  founds  are  ftill  delightful  to  me. 
There  is  in  melody  a  fecret  charm 
That  flatters,  while  it  adds  to  my  difquiet, 
And  makes  the  deepeft  fadnefs  the  moft  pleafing,  v. 
There's  fure  no  paffion  in  the  human  foul, 
But  finds  its  food  in  mufick — I  wou'd  hear    ^/ 
The  fong  compos'd  by  that  unhappy  maid, 
Whofe  faithful  lover  'fcap'd  athoufand  perils 
From  rocks,  andfands,  and  the  devouring  deep; 
And  after  all,  being  arrived  at  home, 
Faffing  a  narrow  brook,  was  drowned  there, 
And  periuYd  in  her  fight. 

SONG. 
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SONG. 

Mar.          Ctafe,  ceafe,  heart -eafing  tears  ; 
Adieu,  you  flat?  ring  fears, 
Which  fe*uen  long  tedi%us  years 

Taught  me  to  bear. 

'fears  are  for  lighter  woes  ; 
Fear  nofuch  danger  knows, 
As  fate  remorfelefs  fiows, 

Endlefs  defpair. 
Dear  caufe  cf  all  my  pain, 
On  the  wide  fto^my  main, 
Thou  waft  prefers  d  in  <vain, 

Tho'JIillador'd; 

Had' ft  thou  died  there  unfeen 
My  blafted  eyes  had  been 
Sav'dfrom  the  horrid'ftfcene 

Maid  e'er  deplored. 

[Charlot/»^>  a  letter. 

C  H  A  R  L  O  T, 

What's  this  ?  -  a  letter  fuperfcrib'd  to  me  ! 
None  could  convey  it  here  but  you,  Maria. 
Ungen'rous,  cruel  maid  I  to  ufe  me  thus  ! 
To  join  with  flatt'ring  men  to  break  my  peace, 
And  perfecute  me  to  the  laft  retreat  I 

MARIA. 

Why  mould  it  break  your  peace,  to  hear  the  fighs 
Of  honourable  love,  and  know  th'  effe&s 
Of  your  refiftlefs  charms  '.—This  letter  is . 

C  H  A  R  L  O  T. 

No  matter  whence— return  it  back  unopen'd: 
J  have  no  love,  no  charms  but  for  my  Wilmot, 
Nor  would  have  any. 

MARIA. 
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MARIA. 

Strange  infatuation ! 
Why  fhould  you  wafte  the  flower  of  your  days 

In  fruitlefs  expectation Wilmot's  dead ;    ' 

Or  living,  dead  to  you. 

C  H  A  R  L  O  T. 

I'll  not  defpair. 

Patience  (hall  cherifti  hope,  nor  wrong  his  honour 
By  unjuft  fufpicion.     I  know  his  truth, 
And  will  preferve  my  own.     But  to  prevent 
All  future,  vain,  officious  importunity, 
Know,  thou  inceffant  foe  of  my  repofe, 
Whether  he  fleeps  fecure  from  mortal  cares, 
In  the  deep  bofom  of  the  boiil'rous  main, 
Or  toft  with  tempefts,   ftilJ  endures  its  rage; 
Whether  his  weary  pilgrimage  by  land 
Has  found  an  end,  and  he  now  refts  in  peace 
In  earth's  cold  womb,    or  wanders  o'er  her  face; 
Be  it  my  lot  to  wafte,  in  pining  grief, 
The  remnant  of  my  days  for  his  known  lofs, 
Or  live,    as  now,  uncertain  and  in  doubt. 
No  fecond  choice  mall  violate  my  vows  : 
High  heaven,  which  heard  them,  andabhors  the  per- 

jur'd, 

Can  witnefs,  they  were  made  without  referve  • 
Never  to  be  retrafted,  ne'er  diffolv'd 
By  accidents  or  abfence,    time  or  death. 

MARIA. 
I  know,  and  long  have  known,  my  honeft  zeal 

To  ferve  you  gives  oiFence  -  but  be  offended 

This  is  no  time  for  flatt'ry— did  your  vows 
Oblige  you  to  fupport  his  gloomy,    proud, 
Impatient  parents,  to  your  utter  ruin  — 
You  well  may  weep  to  think  on  what  you've  done. 

C  H  A  R  L  O  T. 
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C  H  A  R  L  O  T. 

I  weep  to  think  that  I  can  do  no  more 
For  their  fupport  -  what  will  become  of  'em  ! — 
The  hoary,  helplefs,  miferable  pair  ! 

MARIA. 
Then  all  thefe  tears ,   this  forrow  is  for  them. 

C  H  A  R  L  O  T. 

Taught  by  afflictions,   I  have  learn'd  to  bear 
Much  gre'ater  ills  than  poverty  with  patience. 
When  luxury  and  oftentation's  banifh'd, 
The  calls  of  nature  are  but  few  ;   and  thofe 
Thefe  hands,  not  us'd  to  labour,  may  fupply, 
But  when  I  think  on  what  my  friends  muftfuffer, 
My  fpirits  fail,   and  I'm  o'erwhelm'd  with  grief. 

TlA  R  I  A.~ 

What  I  wou'd  blame,  you  force  me  to  admire, 
And  mourn  for  you,  as  you  lament  for  them. 
Your  patience,  conftancy,   and  refignation 
Merit  a  better  fate. 

C  H  A  R  L  O  T. 

So  pride  would  tell  me, 
And  vain  felf-love,   but.1  believe  them  not: 
And  if  By  wanting  pleafure  I  have  gain'd 
Humility,  I'm  richer  for  my  lo'fs. 

MARIA. 
You  have  the  heavenly  art,  ftill  to  improve 

Your  mind  by  all  events But  here  comes  one, 

Whofe  pride  feems  to  increafe  with  her  misfortunes, 

Enter  A'GNES. 

Her  faded  drefs  uhfaftiionably  fine 
As  ill  conceals  her  poverty,    as  that 
Strain'd  complaifance  her  haughty,  fwelling  heart. 
Tho'  perifhing  with  want,    fo  far  from  afking, 

She 
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She  ne'er  receives  a  favour  uncompell'd, 
And  while  lhe  ruins,   fcorns  to  be  oblig'd : 
She  wants  me  gone,  and  I  abhor  her  fight. 

[Exit  MARIA. 
CH  A  R  L  OT. 
This  vifit's  kind. 

AGNES. 

Few  elfe  would  think  it  fo  : 
Thofe  who  would  once  have  thought  themlel  vesmuck 

honour'd 

By  the  leaft  favour,  tho'  'twere  but  a  look, 
I  could  have  (hewn  them,  now  refufe  to  fee  me. 
'Tis  mifery  enough  to  be  reduc'd 
To  the  low  level  of  the  common  herd, 
Who,  born  to  begg'ry,   envy  all  above  them ; 
But  'tis  the  curfe  of  curfes,    to  endure 
The  infolent  contempt  of  thofe  we  fcorn. 

C  H  A  R  L  O  T. 

By  fcorning,  we  provoke  them  to  contempt ; 
And  thus  offend,  and  fuffer  in  our  turns  : 
•J   We  muft  have  patience. 

AGNES. 

No,  I  fcorn  them  yet. 

But  there's  no  end  of  fuff'ring :  who  can  fay 
Their  forrows  are  compleat  ?  my  wretched  hufband, 
Tir'd  with  our  woes,   and  hopelefs  of  relief, 
Grows  fick  of  life. 

C  H  A  R  L  O  T. 

May  gracious  heaven  f  upport  him 

AGNES. 

And,   urg'd  by  indignation  and  defpair, 
Would  plunge  into  eternity  at  once, 
By  foul  felf-muder:  his  fix'd  love  forme, 

Whom 
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Whom  he  would  fain  perfuade  to  (hare  his  fate, 
And  take  the  fame,  uncertain,  dreadful  courfe, 
Alone  withholds  his  hand. 

C  H  A  R  L  O  T. 

And  may  it  ever  I 
AGNES. 

I've  known  with  him  the  two  extremes  of  life, 
The  highefthappinefs,  and  deepeilwoe, 
With  all  the  {harp  and  bitter  aggravations 
Of  fuch  a  vaft  tranfition— fuch  a  fall 

In  the  decline  of  life ! 1  Jiave  as  quick, 

As  exquifite  a  fenfe  of  pain  as  he, 
And  wou'd  do  any  thing,   but  die,  to  end  it ;  * 
But  there  my  courage  fails  —  death  is  the  worft  I 
That  fate  can  bring,  and  cuts  offev'ry  hope.  /  \S 

CH  AR  LO  T. 

We  rnufl  not  chufe,  but  ftrive  to  bear  our  lot 
Without  reproach,   or  guilt ;    but  by  one  aft 
Of  defperation,  we  may  overthrow 
The  merit  we've  been  raifmg  all  our  days ; 
And  lofe  our  whole  reward  —  and  now,  methinks, 
Now  more  than  ever,   we  have  caufe  to  fear, 
And  be  upon  our  guard.     The  hand  of  heaven 
Spreads  clouds  on  clouds  o'er  our  benighted  heads, 
And  wrapt  in  darknefs,  doubles  our  diftrefs. 
I  had,  the  night  laft  paft,  repeated  twice, 
A  flrange  and  awful  dream  :  I  would  not  yield 
To  fearful  fuperitition,  nordefpife 
The  admonition  of  a  friendly  power 
That  wifh'd  my  good. 

AGNES. 

I've  certain  plagues  enough, 
Without  the  help  of  dreams,  to  make  me  wretched. 

CHAR- 
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C  H  A  R  L  O  T. 

I  wbu'd  not  ftake  my  happinefs  or  duty 
On  their  uncertain  credit,  nor  on  ought 
But  reafon,  and  the  known  decrees  of  heaven. 
Yet  dreams  have  fometimes  Ihewn  events  to  come, 
And  may  excite  to  vigilance  and  care, 
In  fome  important  hour,    when  all  our  weaknefs 
Shall  be  attack'd,    and  all  our  ftrength  be  needful, 
To  fiiun  the  gulph  that  gapes  for  our  deltrudlion, 
And  fly  from  guilt,  and  everlafting  ruin. 
My  vifton  may  be  fuch,  and  fent  to  warn  us, 
Now  we.  are  try'd  by  multiply'd  afflictions, 
To  mark  each  motion  of  our  fwelling  hearts, 
And  not  attempt  to  extricate  ourfelves, 
And  feek  deliverance  by  forbidden  ways : 
But  keep  our  hopes  and  innocence  entire, 
Till  we're  difmift  to  join  the  happy  dead 
In  that  blefs'd  world,  where  tranfitory  pain 
And  frail  imperfefl  virtue  is  rewarded 
With  endlefs  pleafure  and  confummate  joy ; 
Or  heaven  relieves  us  here. 

A  G  N  E  S. 

Well,   pray  proceed ; 
You've  rais'd  my  curiofity  at  lead. 

C  H  A  R  L  O  T. 

Methought  I  fat,    in  a  dark  winter's  night, 
My  garments  thin,  my  head  and  bofom  bare, 
On  the  wide  fummit  of  a  barren  mountain  ; 
Defencelefs  and  expos'd,  in  that  high  region, 
To  all  the  cruel  rigours  of  the  feafon. 
The  fharp  bleak  winds  pierc'd  thro'  my  ihiv'ring 

frame, 

And  ftormsof  hail,  and  fleet,  and  driving  rains 
Beat  with  impetuous  fury  on  my  head, 

Drench'd 
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Drench'd  my  chill'd  limbs,  andpour'da  deluge 

round  me. 

On  one  hand,  ever  gentle  Patience  fat, 
On  whofe  calm  boforn  I  declin'd  my  head ; 
And  on  the  other,  filent  Contemplation. 
,At  length,  to  my  unclos'd  and  watchful  eyes, 
That  long  had  roll'd  in  darknefs,  and  oft  rais'd 
Their  chearlefs  orbs  towards  the  tfarlefs  Iky, 
And  fought  for  light  in  vain,  the  dawn  appear'd; 
.And  I  beheld  a  man,  an  utter  ftranger, 
But  of  a  graceful  and  exalted  mien, 
Who  prefs'd  with  eager  tranfport  to  embrace  me. 
—-Imunn'd  his  arms — but  at  fome  words  he  fpoke, 
Which  I  have  now  forgot,  I  turn'd  again, 
But  he  was  gone — And  oh  !  tranfporting  fight ! 
Your  fon,  my  deareft  Wilmot !  fill'd  his  place. 

AGNES. 

If  I  regarded  dreams,  I  mould  expect 
Some  fair  event  from  your's :  I  have  heard  nothing 
That  mould  alarm  you  yet. 

C  H  A  R  L  O  T. 

But  what's  to  come, 
Tho*  moreobfcure,  is  terrible  indeed. 
Methought  we  parted  foon,  and  when  I  fought  him, 
You  and  his  father  — Yes,   you  both  were  there — 
Strove  to  conceal  him  from  me:  I  purfued 
You  with  my  cries,  andcall'd  on  heaven  and  earth 
To  judge  my  wrongs,  and  force  you  to  reveal 
Where  you  had  hid  my  love,  my  life,  my  Wilmot!  — 

A  GN  E  S. 

Unlefs  you  mean  t'  affront  me,  fpare  the  reft. 
'Tis  juft  as  likely  Wilmot  mou'd  return, 
As  we  become  your  foes. 


VOL.    II.  C  CHAR- 
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C  H  A  R  L  O  T. 

Far  be  fuch  rudenefs 

From  Chariot's  thoughts :  but  when  Iheardyou  name- 
Self-murder,  itreviv'd  the  frightful  image 
Of  fuch  a  dreadful  fcene. 

AGNES. 

You  will  perfifl ! 
C  H  A  R  L  O  T. 

Excufe  me  j  I  have  done.     Being  a  dream, 
I  thought,  indeed,  it  cou'd  not  give  offence. 

AGNES. 

"Not  when  the  matter  of  it  is  offenfive  ! — • 

You  cou'd  not  think  fo,  had  you  thought  at  all; 

But  I  take  nothing  ill  from  thee adieu  ; 

I've  tarried  longer  than  I  firft  intended, 

And  mypoorhulband  mourns  the  while  alone. 

[Exit  AGNES. 

CH  AR  L  OT. 

She's  gone  abruptly,  and  I  fear  difpleas'd. 

The  leaft  appearance  of  advice  or  caution 

Sets  her  impatient  temper  in  a  flame. 

When  grief,    that  well  might  humble,   fwells  our 

pride, 

And  pride  increafing,  aggravates  our  grief, 
The  tempefl  muft  prevail  till  we  are  loft. 

When  heaven,  incens'd,  proclaims  unequal  war 
With  guilty  earth,  and  fends  its  fhafts  from  far, 
No  bolt  defcends  to  ftrike,  no  flame  to  burn 
The  humble  Ihrubs  that  in  low  valleys  mourn  ; 
While  mountain  pines,  whofe  lofty  heads  afpire 
To  fan  the  ftorm,  and  wave  in  fields  of  fire, 
And  ftubbcrn  oaks  that  yield  not  to  its.  force, 
Are  burnt,  o'erthrown,  or  (hiver'd  in  its  courfe. 

5  SCENE 
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SCENE    III. 

The  fotvn  and   Port  of  Penryn. 

Doling  WILMOT  and.  EUSTACE   in  India  habits, 

YOUNG      WILMOT. 
Welcome,  my  friend  !   to  Penryn  :  here  we're  fafe. 

EUSTACE. 

Then  we're  deliver'd  twice ;  firil  from  the  fea, 
And  then  from  favage  men,  who,  more  remorfelefs, 
Prey  on  fhipwreck'd  wretches,  and  fpoil  and  murder 

thofe 

WhomTatal  tempeifo  and  devouring  waves, 
In  all  their  fury,  fpar'd. 

YOUNG      WILMOT. 
It  isafcandal, 

Tho'  malice  muft  acquit  the  better  fort, 
The  rude  unpolimt  people  here  in  Cornwall 
Have  long  lain  under,  and  with  too  much  juftice  j 
Cou'd  our  fuperiors  find  fome  happy  means 
To  mend  it,  they  would  gain  immortal  honour. 
For 'tis  an  evil  grown  almoft  inveterate, 
And  afks  a  bold  and  fkillful  hand  to  cure. 
EUSTACE.  i 

Your  treafure's  ikfi^  I  hope. 

YOUNG     WILMOT. 

'Tis  here,  thank  heaven ! 
Being  in  jewels,  when  I  faw  our  danger, 
I  hid  it  in  my  bofom. 

EUSTACE. 

I  obferv'd  you, 
And   wonder'd    how   you   cou'd  command   your 

thoughts, 
In  {uch  a  time  of  terror  and  confufion, 

C  2  YO\JNC» 
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Jp  YOUNG      W  I  L  M  O  T. 

jjf*    My  thoughts  were  then  at  home—  O  England  ! 
/  England! 

*Thou  feat  of  plenty,  liberty  and  health, 
With  tranfport  I  behold  thy  verdant  fields, 
Thy  lofty  mountains  rich  with  ufeful  ore, 
Thynumerous  herds,  thy  flocks,  and  winding  ftreams: 
After  a  long  and  tedious  abfence,  Euftace  ! 
With  what  delight  we  breath  our  native  air, 
And  tread  the  genial  foil  that  bore  us  firft. 
*Tis  faid,  the  world  is  every  wife  man's  country; 
Yet  after  having  view'd  its  various  nations, 
I'm  weak  enough  ilill  to  prefer  my  own 
To  all  I've  feen  befide  -  You  fmile,   my  friend, 
And  think,  perhaps,  'tis  inilincl  more  than  reafon: 
Why  be  it  fo.     Inilin£fc  preceded  reafon       v" 
In  the  wifeft  of  us  all,  and  may  fometimes 
Be  much  the  better  guide.     But  be  it  either  ; 
1  mull  confefs,   that  even  death  itfelf 
Appear'd  to  me  with  twice  its  native  horrors, 
When  apprehended  in  a  foreign  land. 
Death  is,    no  doubt,  in  ev'ry  place  the  fame; 
Yet  obfervation  muft  convince  us,  moll  men, 
Who  have  it  in  their  power,  chufe  to  expire 
Wrhere  they  firfl  drew  their  breath. 
EUSTACE. 

Believe  me,   Wilmot, 

Your  grave  reflections  were  not  what  I  fmil'd  at; 
I  own  their  truth.     That  we're  return'd  to  England 
Affords  me  all  the  pleafure  you  can  feel 
Merely  on  that  account  :  yet  I  muft  think 
A  warmer  paliion  gives  you  all  this  tranfport. 
You  have  not  wander'd,  anxious  and  impatient, 
From  clime  to  clime,  and  compaft  fea  and  land 
To  parchafe  'wealth,  only  to  fpend  your  days 
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In  idle  pomp,  and  luxury  at  home  : 

I  know  thee  better ;  thou  art  brave  and  wife, 

And  rnufi  have  nobler  aims. 

YOUNG     W  I  L  M  O  T. 

OEuflace!  Euftace  ! 

Thou  knoweft,  for  I've  confeft  to  thee,  I  love; 
But  having  never  feen  the  charming  maid, 
Thou  can'flnot  know  the  fiercenefs'of  rny  flame. 
My  hopes  and  fears,  like  the  tcmpeftuous  teas 
That  we  have  pail,  now  mount  me  to  the  ikies, 
Now  hurl  me  down  from  that  ftupcndous  height, 
"^nc[3Hve  me  to  the  center.     Did  you  knovv 
Plow  much  depends  on  thisjmpprtant  hour, 
You  won'd  not  be  furpriz'd  to  fee  me  thus. 
The  finking  fortune  of  our  ancient  houfe,          "  •*  V ' 
Which  time  and  various  accidents  had  wafted, 
Compf/U'd  me  young  to  leave  my  native  country, 
My  weeping  parents,  and  my  jovely  Chariot/ 
Who  ruPd,  andmuftfor  ever  rule  my  fate. 
How  I've  improved,  by  care  and  honefr  commerce, 
My-liitle  fiock,  you  are  irTpart  a  witnefs. 
'Tis  now  fevcn  tedious  years,  fines  I  fe:  forth; 
And  as  th'  uncertain  courfe  of  my  affairs 
Core  me  from  place  to  place,  1  quickly  bfl 
The  means  of  correfponding  with  my  friends. 
—  O!  fhou'd  my  Chariot,   doubtful' of  my  truth, 
Or  in  defpair  ever  to  fee  me  more, 

Have  given  hcrfelf  to  fome  more  happy  lover 

Diftradion'sinthethought! — Orihou'd  my  parents, 
Griev'd  for  my  abfence  and  oppreil  with  want, 
Have  funk  beneath  their  burden,  and  expir'd, 
While  I  too  late  was  flying  to  relieve  them; 
The  end  of  all  my  long  and  weary  travels, 
The  hope,  that  made  luccefs  itfelf  a  blefiing, 
Being  defeated.arLd.Jbr,ever  loft ; 
What  were"the  riches  of  the  world  to  me  ? 

C  l'r?TACE. 
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EUSTACE. 

The  wretch  who  fears  all  that  is  poffible, 
Muft  fuffer  more  than  he  who  feels  the  worft 
A  man  can  feel,  who  lives  exempt  from  fear. 
A  woman  may  be  falfe,  and  friends^are  mortal  ; 
And  yet  your  aged  parents  may  be  living, 
And  your  fair  miftrefs  conflant. 

YOUNG     W  I  L  MOT. 

True,  they  may ; 

I  doubt,  but  I  defpair  not No,  my  friend  ; 

My  hopes  are  flrong  and  lively  as  my  fears, 
And  give  mefuch  a  profpeft  of  my  happinefs, 
As  nothing  but  fruition  can  exceed  : 
They  tell  me,  Charlotis.as.  true. .as  fair* 
As  good  as  wife,  as  paffionate  as  chafte  ; 
That  me  with  fierce  impatience,  like  my  own, 
Laments  our  long  and  painful  feparation; 
That  we  (hall  meet,  never  to  part  again  ; 
That  I  mall  fee  my  parents,  kifs  the  tears 
From  their  pale  hollow  cheeks,  cheartheirfadheartsa 
And  drive  that  gaping  phantom,  meagre ^want, 
For  ever  from  their  board  ;  crown  all  their  days 
To  come  with  peace,  vvithpleafure,  and  abundance; 
Receive  their  fond  embraces  and  their  bleffings, 
And  be  a  blefling  to  'ern. 

EUSTACE. 

5Tis  our  weaknefs : 

Blind  to  events,  we  reafon  in  the  dark, 
And  fondly  apprehend  what  none  e'er  found, 
Or  ever  mall,  pleafureand  pain  unmixt ; 
And  flatter,  and  torment  ourfelves,  by  turns, 
With  what  {hall  never  be. 

YOUNG       W  I  L  M  O  T. 

I'll  gothisinHant 
To  feek  my  Chariot,  and  explore  my  fate. 

EUSTACE. 
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•EUSTACE. 
What  in  that  foreign  habit ! 

Y^O  U  N  G     WILMOT. 

That's  a  trifle, 
Not  worth  my  thoughts. 

EUSTACE. 

The  hardftiips  you've  endur'd, 
And  your  long  fray  beneath  the  burning  zone, 
Where  one  eternal  fultry  fumraer  reigns, 
Have  marr'd  the  native  hue  of  your  complexion : 
Methinks  you  look  more  like  a  fun-burnt  Indian, 
Than  a  Briton. 

YOUNG      WILMOT. 

Well,  'tis  no  matter,  Euftace; 
I  hope  my  mind's  not  alter'd  for  the  vvorfe; 
And  for  my  outfide     But  inform  me,   friend, 
When  I  may  hope  to  fee  you. 

EUSTACE. 

When  you  pleafe : 
You'll  find  me  at  the  inn. 

YOUNG     WILMOT. 
When  I  have  learnt  my  doom,  expeft  me  there. 
'Till  then,  farewell. 

EUSTACE. 
Farewell ;  fuccefs  attend  you.        [Exit  EUSTACE. 

YOUNG      WILMOT. 
\  ««  We  flatter  and  torment  ourfelves  by  turns, 
[ .,".  With  what  (hall  never  be."     Amazing  folly 
We  ftand  expos'd  to  many  unavoidable 
Calamities,  and  therefore  fondly  labour  ^ 
T'  increafe  their  number,  andinforce  their  weight, 
By  our  fautaftic  hopes  and  groundless  fearS, 

C  4  For 
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i* 

For  one  fevere  diftrefs  impos'd  by  fate, 
What  numbers  doth  tormenting  fear  create  ? 
Deceiv'd  by  hope,  Ixion  like,  we  prove 
Immortal  joys,  and  feem  to  rival  Jove  ; 
The  cloud  difTolv'd,  impatient  we  complain,- 
And  pay  for  fancied  blifs  fubflantial  pain. 


ACT 
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ACT     II. 

SCENE    I. 

CHARLOT'S  Hbufe. 

Enter  CHAR  LOT  thoughtful',  and  foon  after  MARIA 
from  the  other  fide. 

MA  R  I  A. 

MADAM,  a  ftranger  in  a  foreign  habit 
Defires  to  fee  you. 

C  H  A  R  L  O  T. 

In  a  foreign  habit • 

'Tis  flrange,  and  unexpe&ed— but  admit  him. 

[Exit  MARIA* 
Who  can  this  ftranger  be  ?  I  know  no  foreigner. 

Inter  young  WlLMOT. 
•—Nor  any  man  like  this. 

YOUNG     WILMOT. 

Ten  tboufand  joys • 

j,i  '        [Going  to  embrace  her* 
C  H  A  R  L  O  T. 

You  are  rude,   fir -pray  forbear,  and  let  me  know 
What  bufmefs  brought  you  here,  or  leave  the  place. 

YOUNG      WILMOT. 
She  knows  me  not,  or  will  not  feem  to  know  me, 

\4fife* 

Perfidious  maid !  am  I  forgot  or  fcorn'd? 
C  H  AR  L  O  T. 

Strange  queftions  from  a  man  I  never  knew ! 

YOUNG 
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YOUNG      WILMOT. 

With  what  averfion,  and  contempt  me  views  me! 
My  fears  are  true  ;  fome  other  has  her  heart : 

— She's  loll my  fetal  abfence  has  undone  me. 

V  [Afde. 

— O !  cou'd  thy  Wilmot  have  forgot  thee,  Chariot ! 

C  H  A  R  L  O  T. 

Ha !  Wilmot !  fay !  what  do  your  words  import  ? 
O  gentle  ftranger !  eafe  my  fwelling  heart 
That  elfe  will  burft  !  canrt  thou  inform  me  ought — 
What  doit  thou  know  of  Wilmot  ? 

YOUNG      WILMOT. 

This  I  know, 

When  all 'he  winds  of  heaven  feem'd  to  confpire 
.Againft  the  ftormy  main,  and  dreadful  peals 
Of  rattling  thunder  deafen'd  ev'ry  ear, 
And  drown'd  th*  afFrighten'd  mariners  loud  cries  ; 
V/hile  livid  lightning  fpread  its  fulphurous  flames 
Thro'  all  the  dark  horizon,  and  difclos'd 
The  raging  feas  incens'd  to  his  deftru&ion ; 
When  the  good  fhip  in  which  he  was  embark'd, 
Unable  longer  to  fupport  the  tempeil, 
Broke,  ando'erwhelm'd  by  the  impetuous  furge, 
Sunk  to  the  oozy  bottom  of  the  deep, 
And  left  him  ftruggling  with  the  warring  waves; 
Jn  that  dread  moment,  in  the  jaws  of  death, 
When  his  ftrength  fail'd,  and  ev'ry  hope  forfook  him, 
Andhislaft  breath  prefs'd  towards  his  trembling  lips, 
The  neighbouring  rocks,  thatecho'd  to  his  moan, 
Return'd  no  found  articulate,    but  Chariot. 

C  H  A  R  L  O  T. 

The  fatal  tempefr,  whofe  defcription  ilrikes 
The  hearer  with  aftonifhment,  is  ceas'd  ; 
^nd  Wilmot  is  at  reil.     The  fiercer  ilorm 

Of 
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Of  fwellino-  Daffions  that  o'ervvhelms  the  foul, 
And  rages  Vcrfe  than  the  mad  foaming  feas 
In  which  he  perim'd,  ne'er  ihal!  vex  him  more. 

YOUNG      W  I  L  M  O  T. 
Thou  feem'ft  to thinkhe's  dead;  enjoy  that  thought;. 

Perfuade  yourfelf  that  what  you  with  is  true, 
And  triumph  in  your  falfhood-ves,    he  s  dead  ; 
You  vvere  fixate. .  The  cruel  winds  and  waves, 
That  cafthim  pale  and  breathlefs  on  the  ihore, 
Spar'd  him  for  greater  woes— to  know  his   Uiarlot, 
Forgetting  all  her  vows  to  him  and  heaven,      . 
Had  cafthim  from  her  thoughts-then,  then  he  died; 
But  never  muft  have  reft.     Ev'n  now  he  wanders, 
A  fad,  repining,   difcontented  gjjoft, 
The  unfubftantial  lhadow  of  himielf, 
^  And  pours  his  plaintive  groans  in  thy  deaf  ears, 
And  ilalks,  unfeen,  before  thee. 
C  H  A  R  L  O  T. 

JTis  enough 

Defiled  falfhood  now  has  done  its  wcrft. 
And  art  thou  dead  ?- and  vvou'dfl  thou    die,  my 
Vvilmot!  .;, 

For  one  thou  though  t'fl  unjuft  ?— thou  foul  of  truth ! 
What  muft  be  done  ?- which  way  faall  L  exprefs 
Unutterable  woe?  or  how  convince 
Thy  dear  departed  fpirit  of  the  love, 
TU'  eternal  love,  and  never-failing  faith  ^ 

Of  thy  much  injur'd,  loft,   delpainng  Char. 

Y.OU  NG     W  I  L  M  O  T. 

Be  ftill,  my  flutt'ring  heart ;  hope  not  too  foon : 
Perhaps  I  dream,  aucl  this  is  all  illufion. 

C  H  A  R  L  0  T. 

If,  as  fome  teach,  the  mini  intuitive  _ 
Free  from  the  narrow  bounds  and  flavim  tin 
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Of  fordid  earth,  that  circumfcribe  its  power 
While  it  remains  below,  roving  at  large 
Can  trace  us  to  our  moil  conceal' d  retreat, 
See  all  we  acl,  and  read  our  very  thoughts ; 
Tothee,  O  Wilmot!  kneeling  I  appeal, 
If  e'er  I  fvverv'd  in  aftion,  word  or  thought 
From  the  fevered  conftancy  of  truth, 
Or  ever  wifh'd  to  tafte  a  joy  on  earth 
That  centered  not  in  thee,  fince  laft  we  parted  ; 
May  we  ne'er  meet  again,  but  thy  loud  wrongs 
So  clofe  the  ear  of  mercy  to  my  cries, 
That  I  may  never  fee  thofe  bright  abodes 
Where  truth  and  virtue  only  have  admifiion, 
And-thou  inhabit'ft' now. 

YOUNG      WILMOT. 

Affift  me,  heaven  ! 

Preferve  my  reafon,  memory  and  fenfe  ! 
O  moderate  my  fierce  tumultuous  joys, 
Or  their  excefs  will  drive  me  to  diftraftion. 
O  Chariot!  Chariot!  lovely,  virtuous  maid  ! 
Can  thy  iirm  mind,  in  fpite  of  time  and  abfence, 
Remain  unfhaken,  and  fupport  its  truth  ; 
And  yet  thy  frailer  memory  retain 
No  image,  no  idea  of  thy  lover  ? 
Why  doft  thou  gaze  fo  wildly  ?  look  on  me  ; 
Turn  thy  dear  eyes  this  way ;  obferve  me  well. 
Have  fcorching  climates,  time,  and  this  ftrange  habit 
Sochang'd,  and  fo  difguis'd  thy  faithful  Wilmot,  ' 
That  nothing  in  my  voice,  my  face,  or  mien, 
Remains  to  tell  my  Chariot  I  am  he  ? 

[After  viewing  kirn  fome  time*  Jbe  approaches  <weet>~ 
ing,  and  gives  him  her  band-,  and  then  turning 
towards  him,  finks  upon  his  bofom.] 

Why  doft  thou  weejj  ?  why  doft  thou  tremble  thus  ? 

Why  doth  thy  panTirlg  heart  and  cautious  touch 

Sr-eak 
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Speak  thee  but  half  convinc'd?  whence  are  thy  fears  ? 
Why  art  thou  filent  ?  canft  thou  doubt  me  ftill  ? 

CH  AR  L  OT. 

No,  Wilmot!  no;  I'm  blind  with  too  much  light: 
O'ercome  with  wonder,  and  qppreft  with  joy, 
The  ftru^gling  paffions  barr'd  the  doors  of  fpeech ; 
But  fpeech  enlarg'd  affords   me  no  relief. 
This  vaft  profufion  of  extreme  delight,   ^ 
Rifing  at  once,  and  burlHng  from  defpair, 
Defies  the  aid  of  words,  and  mocks  defcription  : 
But  for  one  forrow,  one  fad  fcene  of  anguilh, 
That  checks  the  fwelling  torrent  of  my  joys, 
I  cou'd  not  bear  the  tranfport. 

YOUNG      WILMOT. 

Let  me  know  it: 

Give  me  my  portion  of  thy  forrow,  Chariot! 
Let  me  partake  thy  grief,  or  bear  it  for  thee. 

C  H  A  R  L  O  T. 

Alas  !  my  Wilmot !  thefe  fad  tears  are  thine  ; 
They  flow  for  thy  misfortunes.     I  am  pierc'd 
With  all  the  agonies  of  ftrong  companion, 
With  all  the  bitter  anguifn  you  muft  feel 
When  you  (hall  hear  your  parents — — • 
YOUNG     WILMOT. 

Are  no  more. 
C  H  A  R  L  O  T. 
You  apprehend  me  wrong. 

YOUNG      WILMOT. 
Perhaps  I  do: 

Perhaps  you  mean  to  fay,  the  greedy  grave 
Was  fatisfied  with  one,  and  one  is  left 
Toblefs  my  longing  eyes -but  which,  my  Chariot! 
^And  yet  forbear  to  fpeak,  till  I  have  thought— 

CHAR* 


3o  FATAL    CURIOSITY. 

C  H  A  R  L  O  T. 

Nay,   hear  me,  Wilrnot! 

YOUNG      W  I   L  M  O  T. 

I  perforce  mull  hear  thee.- 

For  I  might  think  till  death,  and  not  determine, 
Of  two  ib  dear  which  i  cou'd  bear  to  lofe. 

C  H  A  R  L  O  T.  pfi 

Afflictyourfelf  no  more  with  groundlefs.  fears  £ 
Your  parents  both  are  living;  their  diftrefs, 
The  poverty  to  which  they  are  reduc'd, 
In  fpite  of  my  weak  aid,  was  what  I  mourn'd ; 
And  that  in  helplefs  age,   to  them  whofe  youth 
Was  crown'd  with  full  profpcrity,  I  fear, 
Is  worfe,  much  worfe  than  death. 

YOUNG      W  I  L  M  O  T. 

My  joy's  compleat! 

My  parents  living,  and  poflefs'd  of  thee! 

From  this  bleil  hour,  the  happiefl  of  my  life, 

I'll  date  my  reft.     My  anxious  hopes  and  fears, 

My  weary  travels,   and  my  dangers  paft, 

Are  now  rewarded  all :  now  I  rejoice 

In  my  fuccefs,  and  count  my  riches  gain. 

For  know,  my  foul's  befl  treafure!  I  have  wealth 

Enough  to  glut  ev'n  avarice  itfelf : 

No  more  {hall  cruel  want,   or  proud  contempt, 

Opprefs  the  finking  fpirits,  or  infult 

The  hoary  heads  of  thofe  who  gave  me  being. 

C  H  A  R  L  OT. 

'Tis  now,  O  riches,  I  conceive  your  worth: 
You  are  not  bafe,    nor  can  you  be  fuperfluous, 
But  when  mifplac'd  in  bafe  and  fordid  hands. 
Fly,   fly,  my  Wilmot!  leave  thy  happy  Chariot! 
Thy  filial  piety,  the  fighs  and  tears 
Of  thy  lamenting  parents  call  thee  hence. 

YOUNG 
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YOUNG      WILMOT. 
I  have  a  friend,   the  partner  of  my  voyage,  ^ 
Who,in  theftormlaft  night,was  ftiipwreck'd  with  me. 

C  H  A  R  L  O  T, 

Shipwreck' d  laft  night !— O  you  immortal  powers! 
What  have  you  fuffer'd !  How  was  you  preferv'd ! 

YOUNG     WILMOT. 
Let  that,  and  all  my  other  ftrange  efcapes 
And  perilous  adventures,    be  the  theme 
Of  many  a  happy  winter  night  to  come. 
Myprefentpurpofe  was  t'intreat  my  angel, 
To  know  this  friend,  this  other  better  Wii mot : 
And  come  with  him  this  evening  to  my  father's : 
I'll  fend  him  to  thee. 

CHAR  LOT, 

I  confent  with  pleafure. 
YOUNG     WILMOT. 

Heaven's !  what  a  night !— how  (hall  I  bear  my  joy ! 
My  parents,  yours,  my  friends,  all  will  be  mine, 
And  mine,  like  water,  air,  or  the  free  fplendid  fun-, 
The  undivided  portion  of  you  all. 
If  fuch  the  early  hopes,  the  vernal  bloom, 
The  diftant  profpeft  of  my  future  blifs, 
Then  what  the  ruddy  autumn  !— what  the  fruit! — 
The  full  poffeffion  of  thy  heavenly  charms! 

The  tedious,  dark,  and  flormy  winter  o'er; 
The  hind,    that  all  its  pinching  hardships  bore, 
With  tranfport  fees  the  weeks  appointed  bring 
The  chearful,  promis'd,  gay,  delightful  fpring; 
The  painted  meadows,  the  harmonious  woods, 
The  gentle  zephyrs,  and  unbridled  floods, 
With  all  their  charms- his ravilh'd  thoughts  employ, 
But  the  rich  harveft  muft  compleat  his  joy. 

SCENE 
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SCENE     II. 

A  Street  in   Penryn. 

R  A  N  D  A  L. 

Poor!  poor !  and  friendlefs !  whither  mall  I  wander, 
And  to  what  point  direft  my  views  and  hopes? 
A  menial  fervant !  — no— what  mall  Hive, 
Herein  this  land  of  freedom,  live  diftinguifli'd, 
And  mark'd  the  willing  (lave  of  fome  proud  fubjeft, 
And  fwell  his  ufelefs  train  for  broken  fragments ; 
The  cold  remains  of  his  fuperfluous  board  ?— 
-I  wbu'd  afpire  to  fomething  more  and  better — 
Turn  thy  eyes  then  to  the  prolific  ocean, 
Whofe  fpacious  bofom  opens  to  thy  view  : 
There  deathlefs  honour,  and  unenvied  wealth 
Have  often  crown'd  the  brave  adventurer's  toils. 
This  is  the  native  uncontefted  right, 
The  fair  inheritance  of  ev'ry  Briton 
That  dares  put  in  his  claim — my  choice  is  made : 
A  long  farewel  to  Cornwall,  and  to  England . 
If  I  return  — But  flay,  what  Granger's  this 
Who,  as  he  views  me,  feems~to  mend  his  pace  ? 

Enter  YOUNG   WILMOT. 

YOUNG      WILMOT. 

Randal! -the  dear  companion   of  my  youth! 
Sure  lavim  fortune  means  to  give  me  all 
I  could  defire,  orafk  for  this  bleft  day, 
And  leave  me  nothing  to  expeft  hereafter. 

RANDAL. 

Your  pardon,  fir!  I  know  but  one  on  earth 
Cou'd  properly  faliite  me  by  the  title 
You're  pleas'd  to  give  me,    and  I  would  not  think. 
That  you  are  he — that  you  are  Wilmot  — 

YOUNG 
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YOUNG     W  I  L  M  O  T. 

Why  ? 

RANDAL. 

Becaufel  con';*  not  bear  the  difappointment 
Shou'dlbcdeceiv'd. 

YOUNG      W  !  L  M  O  T. 

I'm  pleas'd  to  hear  it : 

Thy  friendly  fears  better  exprefs  thy  thoughts 
Than  words  cou'd  do. 

••::  RANDAL, 

O  !  Wilmot !  O  !  my  mailer  1 
Are  you  rcturn'd  ? 

YOUNG     WJI.  MOT. 

V'(  I  have  not  yet  embraced 

My  parents—  ~I  (hall  lee  you  at  my  father's. 

RANDAL. 
No, I'm  difcharg'd  from  thence— -O  fir !  fuchruin— » 

YOUNG      W  I  L  M  O  T. 
I've  heard  it  all,  and  haften  to  relieve  'em  : 
Sure  heavm.hath  blefs'd  me  to  that  very  end  : 
I've  vvealth  enough  ;    nor  malt  thou  want  a  part, 

RANDAL. 

I  have  a  part  already— -I  am  bled 
In  your  fuccefs,  and  (hare  in  all  your  joys. 

YOUNG    W  I  L  M  O  T. 

I  doubt  it  not— but  tell  me  doftthou  think, 
My  parents,  not  fuipedting  rny  return, 
That  I  may  viiit  them,  and  not  be  known  ? 

RANDAL. 

'Tis  hard  for  me  to  judge.     You  are  already 
Grown  fo  familiar  to  me,,  that  I  wonder 

VOL.  II.  D  I  knew 
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I  knew  you  not  at  firft  :  yet  it  may  be ; 

for  you're  much  alter'd,  and  they  think  you  dead. 

YOUNG    W  1  L  M  O  T. 
This  is  certain  ;  Chariot  beheld  me  long, 
And  heard  my  loud  reproaches  and  complaints 
Without  rememb'ring  me  had  ever  feen  me. 
My  mind  at  eafe  grows  wanton  :  I  wou'd  fain 
Refine  on  happinefs.     Why  may  I  not 
\/  Indulge  my  curiofity,  and  try 
If  it  be  poffible  by  feeing  firit 
My  parents  as  a  ftranger,  to  improve 
Their  pleafure  by  furpme.? 
^  RANDAL. 

It  may  indeed 

Inhance  your  own,  to  fee  from  what  defpair 
Your  timely  coming,  and  unhop'd  fuccefs 
Havejgiven  you  power  to  raife  them. 
YOUNG    WILMOT. 

I  remember 

E'er  fmce  we  learn'd  together  you  excell'd 
In  writing  fairly,  and  cou'd  imitate 
Whatever  hand  you  faw  with  great  exa&nefs. 
Of  this  I'm  not  fo  abfolute  a  mafi  :r.^ 
I  therefore  beg  you'll  write,  in  Chariot's  name 
And  character,  'a  letter  to  my  father; 
And  recommend  me,  as  a  friend  of  her's, 
To  his  acquaintance. 

RANDAL. 
Sir,  if  you  defire  it— 
And  yet — 

YOUNG    WILMOT. 
Nay,  no  objections  — 'twill  fave  time, 
Moft  precious  witFme  now.     For  the  deception, 

If 
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If  doing  what  my  Chariot  will  approve, 
'Caufe  done  for  me  and  with  a  good  intent, 
Deferves  the  name,  I'll  anfwer  it  myfelf. 
If  this  fucceeds,  I  purpofe  to  defer 
Difcov'ring  who  I  am  till  Chariot  comes, 
And  thou,  and  all  who  love  me      Ev'ry  friend 
Who  witnefies  my  happinefs  to-night, 
Will,  by  partaking,  multiply  my  joys. 

RANDAL. 

You  grow  luxurious  in  your  mental  pleafures :  V 
Cou'd  I  deny  you  aught,  I  wou'd  not  write 
This  letter.     To  fay  true,  I  ever  thought 
Yourboundlefs jcu.rjofi.ty  aweaknefs.     V 

YOUNG    \VILMOT. 
What  canft  thou  blame  in  this  ? 
RANDAL 

Your  pardon,'  fir! 
I  only  fpeak  in  general :  I'm  ready 
T'  obey  your  order. 

YOUNG    WILMOT. 

I  am  much  thy  debtor, 
But  I  mall  find  a  time  to  quit  thy  kindnefs. 
O  Randal!  but  imagine  to  thyfelf 
The  floods  of  tranfport,  the  fmcere  delight 
That  all  my  friends  will  feel,  when  I  difclofe 
To  my  aftonim'd  parents  my  return; 
And  then  confefs,  that  I  have  well  contriv'd 
By  giving  others  joy  c'  exalt  my  own. 

As  pain,  and  anguim,  in  a  gen'rous  mind, 
While  kept  conceal'd  and  to  ourfelves  confin'd, 
Want  half  their  force  ;  fo  pleafure  when  it  flows  \j 
In  torrents  round  us  more  extatic  grows.  [Exeuaf. 

D  2  SCENE 
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SCENE    II. 

d  Rocm  in  OLD  WILMOT'S  Houfe. 

OLD   WILMOT     AND    AGNES. 

OLD     WILMOT. 

Here,  take  this  Seneca,  this  haughty  pedail-V- 

Who  governing  the  matter  of  mankind, 

And  awing  power  imperial,  prates  of  patience; 

And  praiies  poverty     poffefs'd  of  millions: 

—  Sell  him,  and  buy  us  bread.     The  fcantiefl  meal, 

The  vileft  copy  of  this  book  e'er  purchas'd, 

Will  give  us  more  relief  in  this  diilrefs, 

Than  all  his  boafted  precepts  -  Nay,  no  tears; 

Keep  them  to  move  companion  when  you  beg. 

AGNES. 
My  heart  may  break,  but  never  {loop  to  that. 

OLD    WILMOT. 
Nor  wou'd  I  live  to  fee  it—but  difpatch. 

[Exit  AGNES. 

Where  muft  I  charge  this  length  of  mifery, 
That  gathers  force  each  moment  as  it  rolls, 
And  muft  at  lafl  o'envhelm  me  ;  but  on  hope, 
Vain,  flattering,    delufive,  groundlefs  hope ; 
A  fenfelefs  expectation  of  relief 
That  has  for  years  deceiv'd  me?-— Had  I  thought 
As  I  do  now,  as  wife  men  ever  think, 
When  firft  this  hell  of  poverty  o'ertook  me, 
That  power  to  die  implies  a  right  to  do  it, 
And  fhou'd  be  us'd  when  life  becomes  a  pain, 
What  plagues  had  I  prevented  r— True,   my  wife 
Is  frill  a  Have  to  prejudice  and  fear— - 
I  would  not  leave  my  better  part,  the  dear  [Weeps. 
Faithful  companion  of  my  happier  days, 

To 


FATAL     CURIOSITY.  37 

To  bear  the  weight  of  age  and  want  alone. 

—  I'll  try  once  more.— — 

\      J 
Enter  AGNES,  and  after   her  YOUNG  WILMOT. 

OLD    W  I  L  M  O  T. 

Returned,  my  life,  fo  Toon  I— 
AGNES. 

The  unexpected  coming  of  this  ftranger 
Prevents  my  going  yet. 

YOUNG     WILMOT. 

You're,  I  prefume, 
The  gentleman  to  whom  this  is  directed. 

[Gives  a  Letter. 

What  wild  neglect,  the  token  of  defpair, 
What  indigence,  what  mifery  appears 
Ineachdiforder'd,  or  disfurnifhed  room 
Of  this  once  gorgeous  houfe?  what  difcontent, 
What  anguifh  and  confufion  fill  the  faces 
-Of  its  dejected  owners? 

OLD    W  I  L  M  O  T. 

Sir,  fuch  welcome 

As  this  poor  houfe  affords,  you  may  command. 
Our  ever  friendly  neighbour-— once  we  hop'd 
T'  have  call'd  fair  Chariot  by  a  dearer  name- 
But  we  have  done  with  hope— -I  prayexcufe 
This  incoherence — we  had  on,ce  a  fon.         \}Feft>$* 

AGNES. 

That  you  are  come  from  that  dear  virtuous  maid, 
.Revives  in  us  the  memory  of  a  lofs, 
Which,  tho'  long  fmce,  we  have  not  learn'd  to  bear. 

YOUNG    WILMOT. 
The  joy  to  fee  them,    and  the  bitter  pain 
Jt  is  to  fee  them  thus,  touches  my  foul 
With  tejadernefs  and  grief,   tha.t  will  o'erflovy. 

D  3  My 
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My  bofom  heaves  and  fwells,    as  it  wou'd  burfl; 
My  bowels  move,  and  my  heart  melts  within  me. 
—They  know  me  not,  and  yet,  I  fear,  I  {hail 
Defeat  my  purpofe,  and  betray  my  felf, 

O  L  D    W  I  LM  6  T. 

The  lady  calls  you  here  hervalu'd  friend; 
Enough,  tho'  nothing  more  Ihpu'd  be  imply 'd, 
To  recommend  you  to  our  beft  eileem    v,.->: 
— A  worthlefs  acquifition  !-  -may,  Ihe -find" 
Some  means  that  better  may  exprefs  her  kindnefs; 
But  (he,  perhaps,  hath  purpos'd  to  inrich 
You  with  herfelf,  and  end  her  fruitlefs  forrow 
For  one  whom  death  alone  can  juflify 
For  leaving  her  fo  long.     If  it  be  fo, 
May  you  repair  his  lofs,  and  be  to  Chariot 
A  fecond,  happier  Wilmot.     Partial  nature, 
Who  only  favours  youth,  as  feeble  age 
Were  not  her  offspring  or  below  her  care, 
Has  feal'd  our  doom  :  no  fecond  hope  thall  fpring 
From  my  dead  loins,  and  Agnes'  fteril  womb, 
To  dry  our  tears,  and  diffipate  defpair. 

AGNES. 

The  laft  and  molt  abandon'd  of  our  kind, 
By  heaven  and  earth  neglected  or  defpis'd, 
The  loathfome  grave,   that  robb'd  us  of  our  fon 
And  all  our  joys  in  him,  mutt  be  our  refuge. 

YOUNG    WILMOT. 
Letghofts  unpardon'd,  or  devoted  fiends, 
j^ear  without  hope,  and  wail  in  fuch  fad  rtrains } 
But  grace  defend  the  living  from  defpair. 
The  darkell  hours  precede  the  rifmgfuri  j 
And  mercy  may  appear,  when  leait  expected. 

OLD     WILMOT. 

This  I  have  heard  a  thoufand  times  repeated, 
And  have,  believing,  been  as  oft  deceiv'd. 

•         YOUNG 
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YOUNG    W  I  L  M  O  T. 

Behold  in  me  an  inftanceof  its  truth. 
At  Tea  twice  fhipwreck'd,  and  as  oft  the  prey 
Of  lawlefs  pirates  ;  by  the  Arabs  thrice 
Surpriz'd,  and  robb'd  on  more  :  and  once  reduc'd 
To  vvorfe  than  thefe,  the  fum  of  all  diflrefs 
That  the  moll  wretched  feel  on  this  fide  hell, 
Ev'n  flavery  itfelf :  yet  here  I  Hand, 
Except  one  trouble  that  will  quickly  end, 
The  happieil  of  mankind. 

OLD     W1LMOT. 

A  rare  example 

Of  fortune's  caprice  ;  apter  to  furpYize, 
Or  entertain,  than  comfort,  or  inftrucl. 
If  you  wou'd  reafon  from  events,  be  juft, 
Andcount,  when  you  efcap'd,  how  many  periflvd; 
And  draw  your  inPreiice  thence. 
AGNES. 

Alas !  who  knows, 

But  we  were  render'd  childlefs  by  fome  florin, 
In  which  you,  tho'  preferv'd,  might  bear  a  part. 

YOUNG    W  I  L  M  O  T.    - 
How  has  my  curiofity  betray'dme  L 

Into  fuperfluous  pain  !  I  faint  with  fondnefs  ;  * 
And  mail,  if  I  flay  longer,  rufh  upon  'em, 
Proclaim  myfelf  their  fon,  kifs  and  embrace  'em 
Till  their  fouls,  tranfpojrted  with  the  excefs 
Of  pleafure  and  furprize,  quit  their  frail  manfions, 
And  leave  'em  breathlefs  in  my  longing  arms. 
By  circumflances  then  and  flow  degrees, 
They  muil  be  let  into  a  happinefs 
Too  great  for  them  to  bear  at  once,  and  live  : 
That  Chariot  will  perform:  I  need  not  feign 
Toafkan  hour  for  reft.  \_AJide. ]  Sir,  lintreat 

D  4  The 
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The  favour  to  retire  where,  for  a  while, 
1  may  repofe  myfelf.     You  will  excufe 
This  freedom,  and  the  trouble  that  I  give  you  : 
'Tis  long  fince  I  haveflept,  and  nature  calls. 

OLD     W  I  L  M  O  T. 

I  pray  no  more  :  believe  we're  only  troubled, 
That  you  fhou'd  think  any  excufe  were  needful. 

YOUNG    WILMOT. 
The  weight  of  this  is  fome  incumbrance  to  me 

[Takes  a  cajket  out  of  his  bofom  and  gives  it  to  his, 

mother.  ] 

And  its  contents  of  value  :  if  you  pleafc 
To  take  the  charge  of  it  till  I  awake, 
I  {hall  not  reft  the  worfe.     If  I  fhou'd  fleep 
'Till  I  am  alk'd  for,  as  perhaps  I  may, 
I  beg  tjiat  you  wou'd  wake  me. 

AGNES. 

Doubt  it  not  : 

Diftrafted  as  I  am  with  various  woes, 
I  ihall  remember  that.  [Exit. 

YOUNG      WILMOT. 

Mercilefs  grief ! 

What  ravage  has  it  made !   how  has  it  chang'd 
Her  lovely  form  and  mind  !  I  feel  her  anguiih. 
And  dread  I  know  not  what  from  herdefpair. 
IVly  father  too— O  grant  'em  patience,  heav.eri! 
A  little  longer,  a  few  ihort  hours  more, 
And  all  their  cares,   and  mine,  ihall.  end  for  ever, 

^/   How  near  is  rnifery  and  joy  ally'd! 
Nor~eye,lior  thought  can  their  extremes  divide; 
A  moment's  fpaceis  long,    and  lightening  flow 
To  fate  defcending  to  reverfe  our  woe, 
Or  bl ait  our  hopes,  and  all  our  joys  o'erthrow. 

[Exeunt. 
ACT 


1OW 
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ACT      III. 

SCENE      I. 

T7je  Scene  continued. 

Enter  AGNES  alone,  <v:ith  the  Cajket  In  her  band. 

WHO  fhou'd  this  ftranger  be  ? — and  then  this 
cafket 

He  fays  it  is  of  value,  and  yet  trulls  it, 
As  if  a  trifle,  to  a  {hanger's  hand — 
His  confidence  amazes  me — Perhaps 
It  is  not  what  he  fays — I'm  ilrongiy  tempted 
To_ppei>  it,_  and  fee  -  no,  let  it  reft.       *. 
Why  mould  mycuriofity  excite  me^V^^ 
To  fearch  arid^pry into  ih'  affairs  of  others  ; 
Who  have  t'imploy  my  thoughts,  fo  many  cares 
And  forrows  of  my  own  ?  -  With  how  much  eafe 
The  fpring  gives  way  !  —  furprizing  !    mofl  prodi 
gious  ! 

My  eyes  are  dazzled,   and  my  ravifh'd  heart 
Leaps  at  the  glorious  fight  —  How  bright's  the  luftre, 
How  immenfe  the  worth  of  thefe  fair  jewels ! 
Ay,  fuch  a  treafure  wou'd  expel  for  ever 
Bafe  poverty,   and  all  it's  abjecl:  train  \ 
The  mean  devices  we're  reduc'd  to  ufe 
To  keep  out  famine,   and  preferve  our  lives 
From  day  to  day  ;  the  cold  negleft  of  friends  j 
The  galling  fcorn,   or  more  provoking  pity 
Of  an  infulting  world  —  PofTefs'd  of  thefe, 
Plenty,  content,  and  power  might  take  their  turn, 
And  lofty  pride  bare  its  afpiring  head 
At  our  approach,  and  once  more  bend  before  us. 
• — A  pleafin^  dream  !  —  'Tis  pall ;   and  now  I  wake 
More  wretched  by  the  happinefs  I've  loft. 
.For  fure  it  was  a  happinefs  to  think, 

Tho' 
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Tho'  but  for  a  moment,  fuch  a  treafuremine. 
Nay,  it  was  more  than  thought— Ifaw  and  touched 

The  bright  temptation,  and  I  fee  it  yet 

'Tis  here — 'tis  mine  -  I  have  it  in  poileffion 

—  Muft  I  refign  it  ?    mud  I  give  it  back  ? 
Am  lin  love  with  mifery  and  want  ?  — 
To  rob  myfelf  and  court  ibvail  a  lofs  ;  — 

—  Retain  it  then     But  how  ?  -  There  is  a  way  — 
Why  finks  my  heart?  why  does  my  blood  run  cold  ? 
Why  am.  I  thriil'd  with  horror  ? — '  Fis  not  choice, 
But  dire  neceflity  fuggefts  the  thought. 

Enter  OLD  WILMOT. 
OLD     WILMOT. 

The  mind  contented,  with  how  little  pains       -v 
The  wancTring  fenfes  yield  to  foft  repofe, 
And  die  to  gain  new  life  !  He's  fall'n  afleep  **f- 

Already happy  man  ! — What  doil  thou  think, 

My  Agnes,  of  our  unexpected  gueft  ? 

He  feems  to  me  a  youth  of  great  humanity  : 

Juil  ere  he  clos'd  his  eyes,    that  fwanV  in  tears, 

He  wrung  my  hand,  and  prefs'dit  to  his  lips'  ; 

And  with  a  look,  that  pierc'd  me  to  the  foul, 

Begg'd  me  to  comfort  thee:  and  -  doll  thou  hear  me? 

What  art  thou  gazing  on?  —  fie,  'tis  not  well  — 

This  cafket  was  deliver'd  to  you  clos'd  : 

Why  have  you  open'd  it  ?  (hou'd  this  be  known, 

How  mean  muft  we  appear? 

AGNES. 

And  who  mall  know  it  ? 
OLD     WILMOT. 
There  is  a  kind  of  pride,  a  decent  dignity 
Due  to  ourfclves  ;  which,  fpite  of  OUT  misfortunes, 
May  be  maintain'd,   and  cherim'd  to  thi  laft. 
To  live  without  reproach,  and  without  leave 

To 
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To  quit  the  world,  (hews  fovereign  contempt, 
And  noble  fcora  of  its  relentlefs  malice. 

AGNES. 

Shews  fovereign  madnefs  and  a  fcorn  of  fenfe. 
Purfue  no  farther  this  detefted  theme  : 
I  will  not  die,    I  will  not  leave  the  world 
For  all  that  you  can  urge,  until  compell'd. 

OLD    WILMOT. 
To  chace  a  (hadow,  when  the  fetting  fun 
,Js  darting  his  laft  rays,  were  juft  as  wife, 
As  your  anxiety  for  fleeting  life, 
Now  the  laft  means  for  its  fupport  are  failing  : 
V/ere  famine  not  as  mortal  as  the  fvvord, 
This  warmth  mightbeexcus'd— Buttakethy choice; 
Die  how  you  will,  you  (hall  not  die  alone. 

A  G  N  E.VS. 
Nor  live,  I  hope. 

OLD     WILMOT. 
There  is  no  fear  of  that. 

AGNES. 
Then  we'll  live  both. 

OLD    WILMOT. 
Strange  folly  !   where's  the  means  ? 

AGNES. 

The  means  are  there  ;   thofe  jewels  — 
OLD    WILMOT. 

Ha!— Take  heed: 

Perhaps  thou  doft  but  try  me  ;  yet  takeheed  — 
There's  nought  fo  me  nitrous  but  the  mind  of  man 
In  fome  conditions  may  be  bro-'ght  t'approve  ; 
Theftjiacjilcge,  tre;-ior,    a  :d  parricide, 
When  flatt'ring  opportunity  intic'd, 

And 
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And  deiperation  drove,   have  been  committed        , 
By  thofe  who  once  wou'd  Mart  to  hear  them  nam'd'. 

AGNES. 

And  add  to  thefe  deteftedfuicide, 
Which,  by  a  crime  much  lefs,  \vemayavoid. 

OLD  W  I  L  M  O  T. 
Th*  inhofpitablc  murder  of  oargueit !  — 
Howcou'dft  thou  form  a  thought  fo  very  tempting, 
So  advantageous,    fo  fecure  and  eafy  ; 
And  yet  fo  cruel,  and  fo  full  of  horror  ? 

AGNES. 

'Tis  lefs  impiety,  lefs  againfl  nature, 
To  take  another's  life,  than  end  our  own* 

OLD    W  I  L  M  O  T. 
It  is  no  matter,  whether  this  or  that 
Be,  in  itfelf,    the  lefs  or  greater  crime  : 
Howe'er  we  may  deceive  ourfelves  or  others, 
We  act  from  inclination,   not  by  rule, 
Or  none  could  aft  amifs— and  that  all  err, 
None  but  the  confcious  hypocrite  denies. 

O  !    what  is  man,  his  excellence  and  {Irength, 

When  in  an  hour  of  trir.l  r.nd  defertion, 
Jleafon,  his  nobleft  power,   may  be  fuborn'd 
To  plead  thecaufe  of  vile  aiTaffination  ! 

AGNES. 

Tou're  too  fevere  :  reafon  may  juftly  plead 
^Forher  own  prefervation. 

OLD    W  I  L  M  O  T. 

Reft  contented : 

"Whatever  refi fiance  I  may  feem  to  make, 
'I  am  betray'd  within  :   my  will's  feduc'd, 
.And  my  whole  foul  infe&ed.     The  deffre 
•Gf  life  returns,  and  brings  with  it  a  train 

i  Of 
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Of  appetites  that  rage  to  be  fupply'd. 

Whoever  Hands  to  parley  with  temptation,  &*F»\  „ 

Does  it  to  be  overcome. 

AGNES. 

Then  nought  remains, 
But  the  fvvifc  execution  of  a  deed 
That  is  not  to  be  thought  on,  or  delay'd. 
We  muft  difpatch  him  fleeping  :    fhou'd  he  wake, 
'Twere  madnefs  to  attempt  it. 

OLD    W  I  L  M  OT. 

True,  hisftrength 

Single  is  more,  much  more  than  ours  united ; 
So  may  his  life,  perhaps,    as  far  exceed 
Ours  in  duration,  Ihou'd  he  'fcape  this  fnare. 
Gen'rous,  unhappy  man!  O!  what  cou'd  move  thee 
ToTJui  thy  life  and  fortune  in  the  hands 
Of  wretches  mad  with  anguiih! 
AGNES. 

By  vvhat  means  ?          .^ 

By  ftabbing,  fuffocation,  or  by  flrangling     l&£& 
Shall  we  effeft  his  death  ? 

OLD     WILMOT. 

Why,  what  a  fiend  !  — 
How  cruel,  how  remorfelefs  and  impatient 
Have  pride,  and  poverty  made  thee  ? 

AGNES. 

Barbarous  man  t 

Whofe  wafteful  riots  ruin'd  our  eftate, 
And  drove  bur  fon,  ere  the  firit  down  had  fpread 
His  rofy  cheeks  fpite  of  my  fad  prefages, 
Earneft  inteaties,  agonies  and  tears, 
To  feek  his  bread  'mongit  flrangers,  and  to  periih 
In  fome  remote,  inhofpitable  land  - 
The  lovclieft  youth,  in  peribn  and  in  mind, 

That 
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That  ever  crown'd  a  groaning  mother's  pains ! 
Wnere  was  thy  pity,  where  thy  patience  then  ? 
Thou  cruel  hufband  !    thou  unnat'ra!  father  ! 
Thou  ffibft  remorfeiefs,   moft  ungrateful  man, 
To  vvafte  my  fortune,  rob  me  of  my  fon  ; 
To  drive  me  to  defpair,  and  then  reproach  me 
For  being  what  thou'ft  made  me. 

OLD     WILMOT. 

Dry  thy  tears  : 

I  ought  not  to  reproach  thee.      I  confefs 
That  thou  hail  fuffer'd  much  :    fo  have  we  both. 
But  chide  no  more:  I'm  wrought  upTto  thy  pur- 

pofe. 

The  poor,  ill-fated,  unfufpecliing  viftim, 
£re  he  rfclin'd  him  oh  the  fatal  couch, 
From  which  he's  ne'er  to  rife,  took  off  the  fafli, 
And  coftly  dagger  that  thou  faw'ft  him   wear  ; 
And  thus,  unthinking,  furnifh'd  us  with  arms 
Again!!  himfclf.     Which  mall  I  ufe  ? 

AGNES. 

The  fafli. 
If  you  make  ufe  of  that  I  can  aftift. 

OLD    WILMOT. 
No— 'tis  a  dreadful  office,  and  I'll  fpare 
Thy  trembling  hands  the  guilt  — fleal  to  the  door 
And  bring  me  word  if  he  be  ttill  afleep. 

[Exit  AGNES. 

Or  I'm  deceiv'd,  or  he  pronounc'd  himfelf 
The  happieft  of  mankind.     Deluded  wretch  1 
Thy  thoughts  are  periihing,    thy  youthful  joys, 
Touch'd  by  the  icy  hand  of  grifly  death, 
Are  withering  in  their  bloom — but  thought  extin- 

guimt, 
He'll  never  know  the  lofs,  nor  feel  the  bitter 
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Pangs  of  difappointment  -  then  I  was  wrong 
In  counting  him  a  wretch :   to  die  well  pleas'd, 
Is  all  the  happieft  of  mankind  can  hope  tor. 
To  be  a  wretch,  is  to  furvive  the  lofs 
Of  every  joy,   and  even  hope  itfelf, 
As  I  have  done  -  why  do  I  mourn  him  then  ? 
For,  by  the  anguiih  of  my  tortur'd  foul, 
He's  to  be  envy'd,  if  compar'd  with  me. 

Enter  AGNES  with  YOUNG  WILMOT'S  dagger, 

AGNES. 

The  ftranger  fleeps  at  prefent ;   but  fo  reftlefs 
His  flurnbers  feem,  they  can't  continue  long. 
Come,  come,  difpatch  -  Here  Fvefecur'd  his  dagger. 

OLD     WILMOT. 
O  Agnes  I  Agnes !  if  there  be  a  hell 
JT  is  ft  we  fhou'd  expect  it. 

[Goes  to  take  the  dagger  but  lets  it  fall. 

AGNES. 

Nay,  for  fliame, 
Shake  off  this  panick,  and  be  more  yourfelf. 

V<    O  L  D     WILMOT. 
What's  to  be  done  ?  on  what  had  we  determin'd  ? 

AGNES. 

You're  quite  difmay'd.     I'll  do  the  deed  myfelf. 

[Takes  up  the  dagger 

OLD     WILMOT. 
Give  me  the  fatal  fteel 
'Tis  but  a  fingle  murther, 
Neceffity,  impatience  and  defpair, 
The  three  wide  mouths  of  that  true  Cerberus, 
Grim  poverty,  demands — They  (hall  be  ftopp'd. 
Ambition,  perfecution,  and  revenge 

Devour 
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Devour  their  millions  daily  :  and  mall  I  — 
But  follow  me,  and  fee  how  little  caufe 
You  had  to  think  there  was  the  leaft  remains 
Of    manhood,   pity,  mercy,  or  remorfe 
Left  in  this  favage  bread.       [Going  the  wrong  way. 
AGNES. 

Where  do  you  go  ? 
The  ftreet  is  that  way. 

OLD     W  I  L  M  O  T. 

True  !  I  had  forgot. 
AGNES.. 
Quite,  quite  confounded. 

OLD     W I L  M  O  T . 

Well,  I  recover. 
I  fhall  find  the  way.  [Exit. 

AGNES.  \^ 

O  foftly  !  foftly  !         V V*  ^ 

The  leaft  noife  undoes  us.-  Still  1  fear  him  :         *|" 
—  No — now  he  feems  determin'd — O  !  that  paufe, 
That  Cowardly  paufe  !—  his  refolution  fails — 
'Tis  wifely  done  to  lift  your  eyes  to  heaven  ; 
When  did  you  pray  before?  I  have  no  patience— 
Hdw  he  furveys  him  !   what  a  look  was  there  I  — 
How  full  of  anguifh,    pity  and  remorfe  !  — 

He'll  never  doit — Strike,  or  give  it  o'er 

'—  No,  he  recovers -but  that  trembling  arm 

May  mifs  its  aim  ;  and  if  he  fails,  we're  loft 

'Tis  done — O  !  no;  he  lives,  he  itruggles  yet. 

YOUNG    WILMOT. 

O  1  father  !   father  !  [/«  another  Room. 

AGNES. 

Quick,  repeat  the  blow. 
What  pow'r  mail  I  invoke  to  aid  thee,  Wilmot ! 

—Yet 
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—Yet  hold  thy  hand-  -inconftant,wretched  woman! 
What  doth  my  heart  recoil,   and  bleed  with  him 
Whofe  murder  was  contriv  'd — O  Wilmot !  Wilmot ! 
Enter  CHARLOT,  MARIA,  EUSTACE,  RANDAL 

and  others. 
CHARLOT. 

What  ftrange  negled !  the  doors  are  all  unbarr'd, 
And  not  a  living  creature  to  befeen. 

£nfer  WILMOT  and  AGNES. 

CHARLOT. 

Sir,  we  are  come  to  give  and  to  receive 
A  thoufand  greetings -Ha  !  what  can  this  mean  ? 
Why  do  you  look  with  fuch  amazement  on  us  ? 
Are  thefeyour  tranfports  for  your  fon's  return  ?— 
Where  is  my  Wilmot  ?   has  he  not  been  here? 
Wou'd  he  defer  your  happinefs  fo  long, 
Or  cou'd  a  habit  fo  difguife  your  fon, 
That  you  refus'd  to  own  him  ? 

AGNES. 

Heard  you  that  ? 

What  prodigy  of  horror  is  difclofing, 
To  renHeFrriurder  venial ! 

OLD      WILMOT. 

Prithee,  peace : 

The  miferable  damn'd  fufpend  their  howling, 
And  the  fwift  orbs  are  fixt  in  deep  attention. 

YOUNG  WILMOT  groans. 
Oh  !   Oh !  Oh  ! 

EUSTACE. 
Sure  that  deep  groan  came  from  the  inner  room. 

RANDAL. 

It  did  ;    and  feem'd  the  voice  of  one  expiring-. 
Merciful  heaven  !    where  will  thefe  terrors  end  ? 
VOL.    II.  E  That 
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That  is  the  dagger  my  young  matter  wore  ; 
And  fee,   his  father's  hands  are  ftam'd  with  blood. 
[YouNG  WiLMQTgroans  again. 

EUSTACE. 

Another  groan  !   why  do  we  Hand  to  gaze 
On  thefe  dumb  phantoms  of  defpair  and  horror  ? 
Let  us  fearch  farther  :  Randal,  mew  tne  way. 

C  H  A  R  L  O  T. 

This  is  the  third  time  thofe  fantaitick  forms 
Have  forc'd  themfelves  upon  my  mental  eyes, 
And  fleeping  gave  me  more  than  waking  pains. 
Oyou  eternal  pow'rs !   if  all  your  mercy 
To  wretched  mortals  be  not  quite  extinguifo  d, 
And  terrors  only  guard  your  awful  thrones, 
Remove  this  dreadful  vifion-let  me  wake, 
Or  fleepthefieepof  death. 

[Exeunt  CHAR.  MARIA,  EUST.  RANDAL,  ®c. 
OLD      W  I  L  M  O  T. 

Sleep  thofe  who  may ; 
I  know  my  lot  is  endlefs  perturbation. 

'  AGNE  S. 

Let  life  forfake  the  earth,  and  light  the  fun, 
4nd  death  and  darknefs  bury  m  oblivion      _ 
Mankind  and  all  their  deeds,  that  no  poilenty 
Mav  ever  rife  to  hear  our  horrta  tale,     ^  ^ 
Or  view  the  grave  of  fuch  deteiled  parricides. 

OLD      W  I  L  M  O  T. 
Curfes  and  depredation?  are  in  vain  : 
The  fun  will  fhine  and  all  things  have  their  courfe. 
When  we,    the  curfe  and  burthen  of  the  earth, 
Shall  be  abforb'd,  and  mingled  with  its  dufl, 
Our  guilt  and  defolation  muft  be  told, 
From  age  to  age,  to  teach  defponding  mor  iJi 
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How  far  beyond  the  reach  of  human  thought 
leaven,  when  incens'd,  can  punifh-die  thou  firft. 

I  dare  not  trait  thy  weaknefs.  ^4*&* 

AGNES. 

,j  ^  Ever  kind, 

But  moil  in  this. 

t     O  L  D      W  I  l  M  O  T. 

I  will  not  long  furvive  thee. 

AGNES. 

Do  not  accufe  thy  erring  mother,  Wilmot  ! 
With  too  much  rigour  when  we  meet  above 
Rivers  of  tears,    and  ages  fpent  in  howling 
Cou  d  ne  er  exprefs  the  anguifh  of  my  hea^ 
To  give  thee  life  for  life,  and  blood  for  blood, 
Is-not  enough.     Had  I  ten  thoufand  lives, 
Id  give  them  all  to  fpeak  my  penitence 
Ueep  and  fmcere,  and  equaFtS  my  Cnme.     [DfeSm 
Enter  CHARLOT  led  by  MARIA,  and  RANDAL 
EUSTACE,  and  the  rejt. 

CHARLOT. 
Welcome,  defpair  !    I'll  never 


Jet  mem"011  ^  *""  fide  -> 

J,et  me  return-unhand  me-let  me  die 


-O 


fortitude  can  bear, 


And  todift       •        m?n«.  erel  relapfe: 
'    Wlth 


arV  '  "o         tongue, 

arraign  your  mercy.  6  [Faints" 

E  2  EUSTACE'. 
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EUSTACE. 

Unhappy  maid !  this  ftrange  event  my  ftrength 
Can  fcarce  fupport ;    no  wonder  thine  fhou'd  fail. 
—How  fhall  I  vent  my  grief!  O  Wilmot!  Wilmotl 
Thou  trueft  lover,  and  thou  bell  of  friends, 
Are  thefe  the  fruits  of  all  thy  anxious  cares 
For  thy  ungrateful  parents  ? — cruel  fiends 
To  ufe  theethus!     To  recompence  with  death 
Thy  moil  unequall'd  duty  and  affection. 

OLD     WILMOT. 

What  whining  fool  art  thou,  who  wou'd'ft  ufurp 
My  fovereign  right  of  grief  ?   was  he  thy  fon  ? 
Say  !   canft  thou  mew  thy  handsreekingwithblood, 
That  flow'd,  thro*  purer  channels,  from  thy  loins? 

EUSTACE. 

Forbid  it  heaven!  that  I  fhou'd  know  fuch  guilt: 
Yet  his  fad  fate  demands  commiferation. 

OLD     WILMOT. 

Compute  the  fands  that  bound  thefpacious  ocean, 
And  fwell  their  number  with  a  fingle  grain  ; 
Increafethenoife  of  thunder  with  thy  voice; 
Or  when  the  raging  wind  lays  nature  wafte, 
Affift  the  tempeft  with  thy  feeble  breath  ; 
Add  water  to  the  fea,  and  fire  to  Etna ; 
But  name  not  thy  faint  forrow  with  the  anguifli 
Of  a  curil  wretch  who  only  hopes  for  this 

[Stabbing  bimftlf. 
To  change  the  fcene,  but  not  relieve  his  pain. 

RANDAL. 

A  dreadful  inftance  of  the  laft  remorfe ! 
May  all  your  woes  end  here. 

OLD      WILMOT. 

O  would  they  end 
A  thoufand  ages  hence,  I  then  mou'd  fuffer 

.  Much 
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Much  lefs  than  I  deferve.     Yet  let  me  fay, 
You'll  do  but  juftice,  to  inform  the  world, 
This  horrid  deed,   that  punifhes  itfelf, 
Was  not  intended  as  he  was  our  fon  ; 
For  that  we  knew  not,  'till  it  was  too  late. 
Proud  and  impatient  under  our  affli&ions,        *f 
While  heaven  was  labouring  to  make  us  happy, 
We  brought  this  dreadful  ruin  on  ourfelves. 
Mankind  may  learn — but-  oh  !—  [Dies. 

R  A  N  D  A  L. 

The  mofl  will  not : 

Let  us  at  leaft  be  wifer,    nor  complain 
Of  heaven's  myfterious  ways,  and  awful  reign : 
By  BurT>oId  cenfures  we  invade  his  throne  J, 

Who  made  mankind,  and  governs  but  his  own : 
Tho'  youthful  Wilmot'sfun  be  fetere  noon, 
The  ripe  in  virtue  never  die  too  foon.         [Exeunl. 


THE    END. 


*********************************** 


MARINA, 


*********************************** 


T  O    T  H  E 


RIGHT    HONOURABLE 


The  COUNTESS  of  HERTFORD. 


MADAM, 

PER  M I  T  me  to  hope  that  you  will 
pardon  the  honeft  ambition  which 
has  encouraged  me  to  feek  a  proper  pa- 
tronefs  for  MARINA  in  your  ladylhip ; 
whofe  real  character  gives  countenance  to 
the  imaginary  one,  and  whofe  conftant 
practice  is  a  living  example  of  that  fteady 
virtue,  and  exalted  piety,  which  the  au 
thor  of  the  old  play  from  whence  this  is 
taken,  has  happily  defcribed  in  his  Prin- 
cefs  of  Tyre. 

Confcious 


DEDICATION. 

Confcious  of  no  mean  views,  and  fe- 
cured  by  the  univerfal  acknowledgement 
of  your  merit  from  the  imputation  of  flat 
tery,  I  approach  your  ladyfhip,  though 
a  ftranger,  and  without  any  previous  ap 
plication,  with  the  lefs  diffidence :  If  this 
Play  mould  appear  on  perufal  to  be  de- 
figned  to  promote  fomething  better  than 
meer  amufement,  that  will  effeclually  re 
commend  it  to  the  favour  of  the  Countefs 
of  Hertford. 

To  place  merit  in  the  gifts  of  fortune, 
and  happinefs  in  what  an  hour  may,  and 
a  few  years  certainly  will  bring  to  an  end, 
is  the  folly  and  mifery  of  too  many  who 
are  reputed  wife  and  great.  To  be  truly 
fo  is  with  your  ladyfliip  to  regard  the 
fineft  underftanding,  the  moil  fruitful  in 
vention,  the  happieft  elocution,  talents 
far  fuperior  to  wealth  and  dignity,  but  as 
they  fubferve  the  intereft  of  truth  and  vir 
tue,  and  render  the  porTefTors  of  them,  in 
the  midft  of  affluence,  moderate  even  in 
the  ufe  of  lawful  pleafures,  humble  in  the 

moft 
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moft  exalted  flations,  and  capable  of  liv-  • 
ing  above  the  world,  even  in  the  pofief- 
fion  of  all  it  can  beftow.  I  am  afraid 
and  unwilling  to  offend.  But  as  univer- 
fal  benevolence  is  the  perfection  of  virtue, 
your  ladyfhip  mud  foffer  your  own  to  be 
fpoken  of,  however  painful  it  may  be  to 
yon,  that  others  may  not  want  a  pattern 
for  their  encouragement  or  reprehenfion, 
as  they  mall  improve  or  neglect  it.  A 
truly  great  mind  difcovers  itfelf  by  no 
thing  more  than  by  a  benign  and  well 
placed  condefcenfion  $  of  which  your 
ladyfhip's  known  efteem  for  the  late  ex 
cellent  Mrs.  Rowe,  is  a  noble  inftance, 
and  an  undoubted  proof,  amongfl  many 
others  which  you  daily  give,  of  the  good- 
nefs  of  your  heart  and  underftanding,  and 
cannot  be  mentioned  but  to  your  honour. 

*>''i,'i'.    '       '*   ';    t   ""•''*    r 

I  can  affirm,  and  I  hope  I  mall  be 
thought  fmcere,  that  what  I  have  faid 
doth  not  proceed  from  cuftom  as  a  dedi 
cator,  but  from  a  mind,  fully  convinced 
pf  its  truth  in  every  circurnftance,  and  a 

heart 
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heart  touched  with   a  character  fo  very 
amiable. 

That  you  may  long  live  an  ornament 
and  a  fupport  of  thofe  excellent  princi 
ples  which  you  profefs  and  practice,  and 
that  your  influence  and  example  may  do  all 
the  good  that  you  yourfelf  can  wilh,  is 
the  earneft  defire  of, 


Your  Ladyfhip's 


Mod  obedient 


Humble  fervant, 


GEORGE  LILLO, 


PROLOGUE. 

J"T  /4  R  D  is  the  tajk,  in  this  difcerning  age, 

To  find  new  fubjefis  that  will  bear  thsftage ; 
And bold  our  bards,  their  lew  harjh  ft  rains  to  bring 
Where  Avonsfwan  has  long  been  heardto  Jing, 
Bleft  parent  of  ourfcene!  whofe  matcblefswit, 
Thoy  yearly  reaped,  is  our  beft  harveft yet. 
Well  may  that  genius  every  heart  command. 
Who  drew  all  nature  with  her  own  ftrong  hand  ; 
As  various,  as  harmonious,  fair  and  great,       ' 
With  the  fame  'vigour  and  immortal  heat, 
As  thro*  each  element  and  form  Jhe  Jhines  :  \lines* 

We  view  keanfns  hand  maid  in  her   Shakefpeare's 
'Though  fame  msanfcenes,  injurious  to  his  fame, 
Have  long  ujurp  V  the  honour  of  his  name  ; 
To  glean  and  clear  from  chaff  his  lea/}  remains, 
Isjufttohim,  and  richly  worth  our  pains. 
We  dare  not  charge  the  whole  unequal  play 
Of  Pericles  en  him  ;  yet  let  us  fay, 
As  gold  though  mix1  d  with  bafer  matter  Jhines, 
So  do  his  bright  inimitable  lines. 
Throughout  thofe  rude  wild  fee  nes  diftingui/tf  d  ftand. 
And  Jhew  he  touch* d  them  wif/y  no  Jparinghand. 
With  humour  mix'  d  in  your  fore- fathers  way, 
Wi've  to  a  Jingle  tale  reduced  our  play. 
Charming^A&nnyC s  wrongs  begin  thefcene; 
Pericles  finding  her  with  his  loft  queen, 
Concludes  the  plea/ing  tafk.      Shou'd  as  the  foul, 
The  fire  of  Shakefpeare  animate  the  whole, 
Shou' 'd heights,  which  none  but  he  COIL  V  reach,  appear  * 
1  o  little  errors  do  not  prove  fe-vere. 
If,  ivken  in  pain  for  the  event,  furprize 
And  fympathetic  joy  Jhoif  d fill  your  eyes  ; 
Do  not  repine  that  fo you  crown  an  art, 
Which  gives  fuch  fweet  emotions  to  the  heart  : 
Whofe  pleafures,  fo  exalted  in  their  kind, 
Do,  as  they  charm  the  fcnfet  improve  the  mind. 


DRAMATIS    PERSON  JE. 


MEN. 


PERICLES,  King  of  Tyre.      -     Mr.  Stephen*. 

LYSIMACHUS,  governor  of  7-. 

Ephefus.  -         .  |Mr-  Hallam. 

ESCANES,  chief  attendant  on  7, 

Pericles.  ,         .  f  Mr.  Shelton. 

LEONINE,  a   younp  lord  of  1  .. 

Tharfus.  .  W   Stevens. 


VALDES,  captain  of  a  crew       7  T.A 

of  pirates.  .  j  Mr- 

BOLT,  a  pandar.  Mr.  Penkethman. 

••^A  „  W  O  M  E  N. 

THAIS  A,  queen  of  Tyre.  -  Mrs.  Ma  -(ball. 
P  H  i  L  o  T  E  N  ,  q  u  een  of  Th  arfn  s  .  M  rs  .  Hamilton. 
MARINA,  daughter  to  Pericles  7n 

andThaiia.  -  \  Mrs-   ^^ccnt. 

MOTHER  COUPLER,  a  bawd.      Mr.   W.  Hal/am. 

c  Gentlemen,  Two  PrieftcfTcs,  Ladies,  Officers, 
Guards,  Pirates,  and  Attendants. 


MARINA. 


M      A      R      I      N      A. 


ACT    I.    SCENE    I. 

A  Grove,  <with  a   Profpeft  of  a  calm  Sea,  near  the 
City  ofTharfus. 

PHILOTEN     AND     LEONINE. 

QJJ  E  E  N. 

THY  oath  remember,  thou  haftfwornto  do  it. 
"Tis  but  a  blow  which  never  mall  be  known. 
Kind  nature  hath  been  bounteous  to  thy  youth  :    , 
Thy  graceful  perfon,  language  and  addrefs, 
Are  almoll  peerlefs,  and  thy  fteril  fortune 
Our  favour  mall  improve.     Batlet  not  conference, 
Which  none  who  hope  to  rife  in  courts  regard, 
Difarm  your  hand,  nor  her  bewitching  eyes 
Inflame  your  amorous  bofom. 

LEONINE. 

I  have  promis'd, 
And  will  perform.     Yet  (he's  a  goodly  creature. 

QJJ  E  E  N. 

The  fitter  for  the  gods. — I,  while  flie  lives, 
Am  not  a  queen.  This  poor,  this  friend  lefs  daughter 
Of  Pericles,  the  wretched  prince  of  Tyre, 
Whom  my  fond  parents  from  compafficn  fofter'd, 
Is  more  belov'd,   more  reverenc'd  in  Tharfus 
Than  I  their  fov'reign.    And  when  foreign  princes, 
Drawn  by  the  fame  of  my  high  rank  and  beauty, 
As  fuitbrs,  throng  my  court;   let  her  appear 
(Such  is  the  force  of  her  detefted  charms) 
And  I  am  flraight  neglected  ;  and  their  vows 

And 
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And  adorations  all  transferred  to  her. 

Here  (he  comes,  weeping  for  my  mother's  death  : 

She  had  good  caufe  to  love  her.     Let  not  pity, 

Which  women  have  caft  off,  defeat  your  purpofe: 

There's  nothing  thou  canft  do,   live  e'er  fo  long, 

Shall  yield  theefo  much  profit. 

LEONINE. 

I'm  determined. 
Enter  MARINA  with  a  Wreath  of  Flowers, 

MARINA. 

No  :  I  will  rob  gay  Tellus  of  her  weed, 
To  frrew  thy  grave  with  flowers.  The  yellows, blues, 
The  purple  violets  and  rnarygolds 
Shall,  as  a  carpet,  hang  upon  thy  tomb, 
While  fummer  days  do  lail.     Ah  me,  poor  maid  1 
Born  in  a  temped  when  my  mother  dy'd, 
And  now  I  mourn  a  fecond  mother's  lofs. 
This  world,  to  me,  is  like  a  laiHng  ftorm, 
That  fwallows,  piece  by  piece,the  merchant's  wealth, 
And  in  the  end  himfelf. 

QJLJ  E  I  N. 

Why,  fweet  Marina, 

Will  you  confume  your  youth  in  fruitlefs  grief, 
Andchoofe  to  dwell  'midil  tombs  and  dreary  graves? 
You  harm  yourfelf,  and  profit  not  the  dead. 
Give  me  that  wreath,  who  have  moft  caufe  to  mourn, 
And  let  your  heart  take  comfort.      I  will  leave  you 
To  the  fweet  converfation  of  this  lord, 
Who  has  the  art  of  diffipatingfadnefs. 

MARINA. 

Pf ay,  let  me  not  bereave  you  of  his  fervice : 
I  choofe  to  be  alone. 


QJJ  E  E  N, 
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QJJ  E  E  N. 

You  know  I  love  you 

With  more  than  foreign  heart,  and  will  not  fee 
The  beauty  marr'd  that  fame  reports  fo  perfeft. 
Shou'd  your  good  father  come  at  length  to  feek  you, 
And  find  his  hopes,  and  all  report  fo  blafted, 
He  may  repent  the  breadth  of  his  great  voyage, 
And  blame  our  want  of  care. 

MARINA. 

You  may  command, 
But  I  have  no  defire  to  tarry  here. 

QJJ  E  E  N. 

Once  more  be  chearful,  and  preferve  that  form 
That  wins  from  all  competitors  the  hearts 
Of  young  and  old.     'Tis  no  new  thing  for  me 
To  walk  alone,  while  you  are  well  attended. 

MARINA. 
I  hope  you're  not  offended. 

QJJ  E  E  N. 

Nothing  lefs. 
Farewell,  fweetlady.    Sir,  you  will  remember— 

LE  ONI  N  E. 

Fear  not,  me  ne'er  mall  vex  your  quiet  more. 

{Exit  QUEEN. 

MARINA. 

I  know  no  caufe,  yet  think  the  gentle  queen 
Went  hence  in  fome  difpleafure.     Is  me  well  ? 
What  are  your  thoughts  ? 

LEONINE. 

That  {he's  nor  well  nor  gentle. 
MARINA. 

I'm  forry  for't.    Is  the  wind  wefterly  ? 
VOL.  II.  F  LEONINE. 
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LEONINE. 

South-weft, 
MARINA. 
When  I  was  born  the  wind  was  north. 

LEONINE. 

The  wind  was  north  you  fay.  I  fhould  not  hear  her* 
Left  I  relent.     The  queen's  enamour'd  of  me. 
She  prais'd  my  blooming  youth, and  good  proportion: 
And  mall  I  lofe  a  crown  for  foolifh  pity  ? 

MARINA. 

My  father,  as  Lychorida  hath  told  me, 
(My  nurfe  that's  dead)  did  never  fear ;  but  then, 
Galling  his  kingly  hands  with  haling  ropes, 
And  chearing  the  faint  failors  with  his  voice, 
Endur'd  a  fea,  that  almoft  burft  the  deck. 

LEONINE. 
And  when  was  this  ? 

MARINA. 
I  faid  when  I  was  born. 
Never  were  waves  nor  winds  more  violent. 
This  tempeft,  and  my  birth,  kill'd  my  poor  mother, 
I  was  preierv'd,  and  left  an  infant  here. 
Now  do  you  think  I  e'er  (hall  fee  my  father  ? 

LEONINE. 

Never.     Come,  fay  your  prayers. 
MARINA. 

What  do  you  mean  ? 
LEONINE. 

If  you  require  a  little  fpace  for  pray'r. 
That  I'll  allow  you;  pray,  be  not  tedious : 
The  gods  are  quick  of  ear  and  I'm  in  hafte. 

a  MARINA. 
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MARINA. 
Why  will  you  kill  me,  fir  ? 

LEONINE. 

T'  obey  the  queen. 

MARINA. 

Why  will  me  havemekilPd?  I  never  wrong'd  her. 
In  all  my  life  I  never  fpake  bad  word, 
Nor  did  ill  turn  to  any  living  creature  : 
By  chance  I  once  trod  on  a  fimple  worm, 
But  I  wept  for  it.     How  have  I  offended  ? 

LEONINE. 
I'm  not  to  reafon  of  the  deed,  but  do  it, 

MARINA. 

You  will  not  do't  for  all  the  world,  I  hope. 
You  are  well  favour'd,  and  your  looks  befpeak 
A  very  gentle  heart.     I  faw  you  lately, 
When  you  caught  hurt  in  parting  two  that  fought: 
Good  footh,  it  Ihew'd  well  in  you  :  do  fo  now : 
If  the  queen  feeks  my  life,  come  you  between, 
And  fave  poor  me  the  weaker. 

LEONINE. 

I  have  fvvorn, 
And  will  difpatch. 

MARINA. 

Yet  hear  me  fpeak  once  more. 

[Kneeling. 

O  do  not  kill  me,  though  I  know  no  caufe 
Why  I  mould  wifh  to  live  who  ne'er  knew  joy, 
Or  fear  to  die  who  ever  fear'd  the  gods ; 
But  'tis,  perhaps,  the  property  of  youth 
To  doatonits  new  being,  and  depend, 
Howe'er  depreft,  on  pleasures  in  reverfion, 
You  are  but  young  yourfelf :  then,  as  you  hope 

F  *  T* 
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To  prove  the  fancy'd  blifs  of  years  to  come, 
Spare  me,  O  fpareme  now. 

LEONINE. 

You  plead  in  vain, 
Commit  your  foul  to  heaven. 

MARINA. 

Can  you  fpeak  thus  I 

0  can  you  have  companion  for  my  foul ; 
Yet,  at  the  inftant,  by  a  cruel  deed, 

That  heaven  and  earth  mufthate,  deftroy  your  own? 

Enter  PIRATE,  and  inter pofes. 

FIRST     PIRATE. 
Hold,  villain.  Fear  not,  fair  one,  I'll  defend  thee. 

LEONINE. 

Slave  !  how  doth  her  defence  belong  to  you  ? 
Who,  and  what  are  you  ? 

FIRST     PIRATE. 

A  man,  fool.  Alexander  the  great  was  no  more. 
You  are  a  poltron,  a  coward,  and  a  rafcal,  to  draw 
cold  iron  on  a  woman. 

LEONINE. 

1  want  not  courage,  bafe  intruding  villain 
To  fcourge  thy  infolence. 

M  A  R  I  N  A. 

You  gracious  gods ! 

Muft  I  behold,  and  be  the  caufe  of  murder  ? 
Enter  fecond,  and  then  third  PIRATE. 

SECOND      PIRATE. 
A  prize !  A  prize ! 

THIRD     PIRATE. 
Half  part,  mate,   half  part, 

FIRST 


MARINA. 

ire 
Hold,  fir. 


FIRST     PIRATE. 
What,  are   they   quarrelling  about  my  booty  ? 


LEONINE. 
With  all  my  heart. 

If  youincreafe  fofaft,   'tis  time  to  fly. 
I  know  them  now  for  pirates.          [Exit LEONINE. 

FIRST     PIRATE. 
Hands  off.     I  found  her  firft. 

SECOND     PIRATE. 
That's  no  claim  amongfi:  us. 

THIRD     PIRATE. 

No,  none  at  all.  Every  man  is  to  have  his  mare 
of  all  the  prizes  we  take. 

FIRST     PIRATE. 

Nay,  if  you  come  to  that,  me  belongs  to  the 
whole  fhip's  company. 

SECOND     PIRATE. 
Who  denies  that?  But  I  will  not  quit  my  part 
in  her  to  the  captain  himfelf :  fink  me  if  I  do. 

THIRD     PIRATE. 
Nor  I,  by  Neptune. 

FIRST     PIRATE. 

This  is  no  place  to  difpute  in.  We  mall  have 
the  city  rife  upon  us :  therefore  we  muft  have  her 
aboard  fuddenly. 

OMNE  S. 
Ay  ;  bear  a  hand,  bear  a  hand. 

FIRST      PIRATE, 
Come,  fweetlady. 

F  3  SECOND 
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SECOND     PIRATE. 
None  ftiall  hurt  you. 

THIRD     PIRATE. 
We'll  lofe  our  lives  before  we'll  fee  you  wrongM. 

MARINA. 

You  facred  powers  I  who  rule  the  rudeft  hearts, 
Protect  me  whilft  among  thefe  lawlefs  men 
From  loath'd  pollution,  violence  and  fhame  ; 
And  boldblafphemers,  who  mail  hear  the  wonder, 
Shall  own  you  are,  and  juft. 

FIRST     PIRATE. 

A  rare  prize,  if  a  man  cou'd  have  her  to  himfelf. 
A  pox  of  all  ill-fortune,  fay  I.  [Exeunt. 

Re-enter  LEONINE. 

LEONINE. 

Thefe  pirates  ferve  the  daring  ruffian  Valdes. 
A  defperate  crew  they  are.     There  is  no  fear 
Marina  will  return.     They'll,  doubtlefs,  have 
Their  pleafureof  her  firft  ;  and  then,  perhaps, 
According  to  a  cuftom  long  us'd  by  'em, 
Sell  her  where  (he  will  ne'er  be  heard  of  more  : 
Then  I  may  take  the  merit  of  her  death, 
And  claim  the  whole  reward.     It  mail  be  fo. 
I'll  fwear  to  the  fond  queen,  I  have  difpatch'd 
And  thrown  her  in  the  fea.-— A  rare  device  ! 
Thefe  rogues  have  fav'd  me  from  a  helliih  deed, 
And  a  fair  wind  attend  them.         [Exit  LEONINE. 
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SCENE    II. 

A  Houfe  in  Ephefus. 

BAWD    AND    BOLT. 

BAWD. 
Sad  times,  Bolt. 

BOLT. 
Ay,  very  fad  times,  miftrefs. 

BAWD. 

This  new  order,  fo  much  talk'd  of,  for  fuppref- 
fmg  publick  lewdnefs,  will  be  the  ruin  of  us.  All 
our  bufmefs  will  fall  into  private  hands.  I  muft 
fhutup  my  doors,  I  muft  quit  my  houfe,  unlefs  we 
can  find  fome  way  to  evade  it. 
BOLT. 

Whip  bawds  and  pandars!  fine  doings!  rare 
magiftrates  !  Let  'em  whip  their  own  lubberly  fons 
anddough-bak'd  daughters  for  their  idlenefs,  and 
not  puniih  people  for  their  induftry  and  fervice  to 
the  publick. 

BAWD. 

Nay,  nay,  if  they  will  turn  iniquity  out  of  the 
high- ways,  they  muft  expect  to  find  it  in  their  fa 
milies  .  Let  them  keep  their  wives  and  daughters 
honeft  if  they  can.  The  neceffities  of  gentlemen 
muft  be  fupply'd. 

BOLT. 

There  are  abundance  of  foreign  merchants,  and 
travellers  here  in  Ephefus,  that  us'd  to  be  our  cuf~ 
tomers. 

BAWD. 
And  old  bachelors. 

F  4  BOLT. 
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BOLT. 

And  younger  brothers. 

BAWD. 
And  difconfolate  widowers. 

BOLT. 
And  hufbands  that  have  old  wives. 

BAWD. 

And  philofophers,  lawyers,  and  foldiers  that 
have  none  at  all ;  arid  all  thefe  mufl  be  ferv'd. 

BOLT. 

And  will,  while  women  are  to  be  had  for  money, 
love,  or  importunity. 

BAWD. 

Ay,  let  the  citizens,  who  fpirited  up  this  pro- 
fecution  againft  our  ufeful  vocation,  think  of  the 
confequence,  and  tremble. 

BOLT, 

Yet,  pfter  all,  thefe  threats  may  come  to  nothing. 
You  have  weather'd  many  fuch  a  ftorm,  Mother 
Coupler. 

BAWD. 

Ay,  Bolt,  I  have  had  my  ups  and  my  downs- 
no  woman  more-  but  I  will  not  be  difcourag'd,  I 
will  not  negleft  bufinefs  for  a  rumour  neither. 
The  mart  will  fill  the  town,  and  we  are  but  meanly 
furniih'd. 

BOLT. 

Never  worfe.     Three  poor  wenches  are  all  our 
i  and  they  can  do  no  more  than  they  can. 

BAWD. 

Thou  fay'ft  true.  And  thofe  fo  flale,  fo  funk, 
andfo  difeas'd,  that  a  ftrongwind  would  blow 'em 

all 
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all  to  pieces.     I  muft  have  others,   whatever  the/ 
coil  me. 

BOLT. 
Shall  I  fearch  the  flave  market  ? 

BAWD. 

Thofe  we  buy  there  are  moftly  half  worn  out 
before  we  have  them.  There  was  the  little  Tran- 
filvanian  you  bought  laft,  did  not  live  above  three 
months,  and  never  broughon  half  the  money  me 
coft. 

BOLT. 

Ay,  me  was  quickly  made  meat  for  worms. 
But  there  are  lofles  in  all  trades,  and  ours  not  being 
honeft — 

BAWD. 

Marry  come  up  ;  I  pray,  what  trades  are  honed 
as  they  are  us'd  ?  we  are  no  worfe  than  others. 

EnterVALDES,  and  other  PIRATES,  with  MARINA. 

V  A  L  D  E  S. 

.   Where's  Mother  Coupler?  where  are  you,  bawd? 
BAWD. 

Why,  how  now,  roifter  ?  how  now,  captain  thief? 
ufe  your  tarpaulin  language  to  thy  own  natural  mo 
ther  ;  do,  brawn  and  brittle,  do,  ironface. 
V  A  L  D  E  S. 

Let  anyone  be  judge,  whether  my  chin,  fomer 
what  black  and  rough  I  muft  confefs,  or  thine, 
that's  cover'd  with  grey  down,  like  a  goofe's  rump, 
be  the  more  comely.  Thy  face  is  a  memento  mori 
for  thy  own  fex,  and  to  ours  an  antidote  againil 
the  fin  you  live  by.  But,  fee  what  we  have  brought 
you :  here's  a  paragon. 

A  BOLT. 
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BOLT   (afde  to  the  Bawd.) 

Mark  the  colour  of  her  hair,  complexion,  fhape 
and  age. 

BAWD. 

I  have  noted  them  all.  When  nature  form'd 
this  piece,  fhe  meant  me  a  good  turn. 

V  A  L  D  E  S. 

Here's  that  will  repair  your  decay'd  arras,  and 
fet  you  up  for  a  bawd  of  condition. 

BAWD. 

I  was  juft  faying,  what  ftale,  worn  out  creatures 
are  daily  brought  to  market ;  and  thofe  who  buy 
of  pirates,  muft  expeft  as  bad,  or  worfe  :  and  then 
I  have  choice  enough,  and  thofe  not  blown  on. 

V  A  L  D  E  S. 

Nay,  nay,  ufe  your  pleafure  :  you  have  the  firft 
proffer  of  her.  If  (he's  not  for  your  turn,  there's 
no  harm  done  :  fhe's  any  one's  money. 

BAWD. 

You  don't  confider  the  dulnefs  of  the  times.  If 
men  were  as  they  have  been — 

V  ALD  E  S. 
A  virgin  too. 

BAWD. 

A  likely  matter,  coming  from  the  hands  of  fuch 
a  lavvlefs  crew ! 

V  A  L  DE  S. 

You  are  deceived.  We  have  laws  amongft  our- 
felves,  or  I  would  not  have  parted  with  her.  How 
ever  we  are  diftinguifh'd  by  titles  and  office,  each 
man  hath  a  right  to  his  proportion  of  every  prize 
we  take  ;  which  all  claiming  on  the  fight  of  her, 

and 
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and  refufmg  to  compound  with,  or  give  place  to 
any  other,  there  enfued  fuch  jealouiy,  fuch  fury 
and  contention,  that  we  were  obliged,  by  common 
confent,  to  leave  her  untouch'd,  and  difpofe  of 
her,  as  foon  as  poffible,  to  prevent  the  cutting  of 
one  another's  throats. 

BAWD. 
Well,  what's  your  price  ? 

V  A  LDE  S. 

What  do  you  mean  ready  rigg'd  ?  ihe  has  excel 
lent  cloaths  you  fee. 

BAWD. 
If  I  deal  for  her,  I  take  her  altogether. 

V  A  L  DE  S. 
I  won't  bate  one  doit  of  a  thoufand  pieces. 

BAWD. 
What  {halll  giveyou  for  your  confcience,Valdes? 

V  A  L  D  E  S. 

Your  honefty,  Mother  Coupler  :  we  won't  differ 
for  a  trifle. 

BAWD. 
Five  hundred  pieces,  fir. 

V  A  LD  E  S. 
Four  times  told,  Madam. 

B  AWD. 

Why,  what  the  devil !  you  faid  but  a  thoufand 
e'en  now. 

V  A  L  D  E  S. 

I  thought  you  cou'dn't  hear  but  by  halves,  and 
was  willing  to  come  up  to  your  undemanding. 

BOLT. 
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BOLT. 

You'll  ftand  haggling  till  you  lofeher. 

V  A  LD  E  S. 

^  Look  you,  I  am  at  a  word.  But  for  the  reafon 
Jjuft  now  fpoke  of  you  ftiou'd  not  have  had  her 
for  twice  the  fum. 

B  AWD. 

Follow  me,  and  you  mall  have  your  money. 
Bolt,  take  care  of  my  purchafe. 

BOLT. 

Never  fear,  miftrefs,  never  fear. 

[Exeunt  VAI.DES,  BAWD  rf»</PiRATES. 

MARINA. 
Immortal  gods !  to  what  am  I  referv'd  ? 

BOLT. 

Come  hither,  child.  You  are  but  young,  and 
may  want  fome  inftruftions.  Tho'  me  who  has 
bought  you,  your  miftrefs  and  mine,  knows  as 
much  as  a  woman  can  know ;  yet  there's  nothing 
like  a  man  to  teach  you  the  practical  part  of  bufi- 
nefs,  take  my  word  for  it. 

M  AR  I  N  A. 
What  are  you,  fir? 

BO  LT. 

A  middle  aged  perfon,  as  you  fee  ;  and  in  per 
fect  health,  that  you  may  depend  upon. 

MARINA. 
Is  your  mind  found? 

BOLT. 

She's  mighty  fimple.  Ay,  ay,  as  found  as  my 
body. 

MARINA. 
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MARINA. 
The  gods  preferve  it  fo.    Yet  you  talk  ftrangely, 

BOLT. 

I  thank  you  heartily  for  your  good  wifhes.  Nay, 
I  am  the  principal  perfon  in  this  family,  after  our 
miftrefs :  it  may  be  well  worth  your  while  to  make 
a  friend  of  me. 

MARINA. 

I  know  not,  but  I'm -fare  I  want  a  friend. 
I  am  of  maids  moft  wretched. 
BOLT. 

I'll  quickly  eafe  you  of  the  vvretchednefs  of  be 
ing  a  maid.  Yet  you  muft  pafs  for  one,  and  often. 

MARINA. 
I  underiland  you  not. 

BOLT. 

Such  things  are  common  here.  But  of  that  and 
other  needful  arts  in  our  profeffion,  my  miilrefs 
will  inform  you.  [Lays  hold  of  her. 

MARINA. 

Why  do  you  rudely  lay  your  hands  upon  me? 
I  am  not  to  be  touch'd. 

BOLT. 

Not  to  be  touch'd !  Ha,  ha,  in  troth  a  pretty 
jeft,  and  will  do  rarely  with  fome  young  gulls.  To 
feem  moil  fearful  when  you  are  -noil  willing,  and 
weep  as  you  do  now,  will  move  the  pity  of  your 
inamoratos,  and  Drain  their  purfcs  to  mower  down 
gold  upon  you.  Your  ftriving  will  not  fave  you  : 
this  is  no  place  for  fqueamim  modefty  :  we  live  by 
lewdnefs  here,  and  you  were  brought  to  carry  on 
the  trade. 

MARINA, 
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MARINA. 

Hence,  thou  detefted  Have !  thou  mamelefs  villain! 

[Breaking from  him. 
Enter  BAWD. 
You  powers  that  favour  chaftity,  defend  me. 

BAWD. 

Why  how  now  ?  what's  the  matter  here  ?  what 
have  you  been  doing  with  her  ? 

BOLT. 

Nothing,  miftrefs,  and  I  am  afraid  there  is  no 
thing  to  be  done  with  her.  She  fights  like  a  me 
rger. 

BAWD. 
Out,  you  rafcal.     Is  this  a  morfel  for  your  chaps? 

BOLT. 

Why  not  ?  do  you  think  I'll  ferve  up  a  delicate 
diih  without  tailing  it  ? 

BAWD. 

In  your  turn,  firrah,  in  your  turn.  Let  your 
betters  be  ferv'd  before  yon. 

BOLT. 
Ay,  but  a  bit  of  the  fpit,  you  know — 

BAWD. 

About  your  bufinefs,  and  let  gentlemen  know 
how  we  are  provided  for  their  entertainment.  [Exit 
Bolt.']  Don't  cry,  pretty  one  :  he  mall  be  made  to 
know  his  diftance  and  his  time.  While  you  behave 
difcreetly,  child,  you  (hall  be  referv'd  for  the  bet 
ter  fort  of  men  only.  You  are  fallen  into  good 
hands,  depend  upon  it. 
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MARINA. 

0  why  was  Leonine  fo  flack,  fo  flow  1 

Wou'd  hehadus'd  his  fword,  and  not  his  tongue  1 
Or  that  the  pirates,  not  enough  barbarians, 
Had  thrown  me  in  the  fea  to  feek  my  mother. 

BAWD. 

Come,  come,  my  rofe  bud,  my  fprig  of  jefTamin, 
you   are  all   beauty  and  fvveetnefs-— you  have  no 
caufe  to  grieve— heaven  has  done  its  part  by  you. 
MARINA. 

1  accufe  not  heaven. 

BAWD. 

Here  you  may  live,  and  (hall. 
MARINA. 

The  more's  my  grief 

T'have  fcap'd  his  hands,  who  wou'd  have  given  me 
death. 

BAWD. 
And  live  with  pleafure. 

MARINA. 
No. 

BAWD. 

You  mall  not  want  variety  :  you  mail  have  men, 
and  men  of  allcomplexions. 

MARINA. 
Are  you  a  wom?.n  ? 

BAWD. 

A  woman  !  pray,  what  do  you  take  me  for,  ma 
dam  ?  I  have  been  thought  a  woman,  and  an  hand- 
fome  woman  in  my  time. 

MARINA. 
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MARINA. 

Of  this  Pm  fure,   you  are  not  what  you  fhou'd  be  S 
A  woman  fhou'd  be  honeft. 

BAWD. 
O  the  devil ! 

MARINA. 
And  modeft,  and  religious. 
BAWD. 

You're  a  fapling  to  talk  fo  to  one  of  my  experi 
ence.  Honeft,  modeft,  and  religious,  with  a  pox 
to  you!  I'll  make  you  know,  before  I've  done  with 
you,  that  I  won't  have  any  fuch  thing  mentioned  in 
my  houfe. 

M  A  R  I  N  At 
The  gracious  gods  defend  me  ! 

BAWD. 

What,  do  you  offer  to  fay  your  prayers  in  my 
hearing  1  is  this  a  place  to  pray  in?  don't  provoke 
me,  don't.  I  find  I  mail  have  fomething  to  do 
with  you.  But  you  mall  bend  or  break,  1  can  tell 
you  that  for  your  comfort. 

Enter  BOLT. 

BOLT. 

Miftrefs,  here's  the  lean  French  knight,  he  that 
cowers  in  the  hams,  and  the  fat  German  count. 

BAWD. 

In  good  time.  Here,  take  this  ftubborn  fool, 
and  carry  her  to  them. 

BOLT. 
To  which  of  them  ? 

,»•  «  BAWD. 
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BAWD. 

To  him  that  will  give  moft  firit,  and  to  the 
other  afterwards.  She  coft  me  a  round  fum,  but 
don't  refufe  money.  Her  bluihes  muft  be  quench'd 
with  prefbnt  praftice :  me  is  good  for  nothing  as 
fhe  is. 

MARINA. 

Diana,  aid  my  purpofe.  »  ' 

BOLT. 

Come  your  ways.  What  have  we  to  do  with 
Diana  ? 

BAWD. 

Ay,  troop,  follow  your  leader.  We'll  teach 
you  honefty,  modefty,  and  religion  with  a  ven 
geance. 

MARINA. 

If  firebehot^fleelmarp,  or  waters  deep, 
Unitam  d  1  ilill  my  virgin  fame  will  keep. 

[Exeunt; 
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ACT    II. 

SCENE    I. 

An  Apartment  adjoining  to  a  Temple  at  the  Court  of 
Thar/us. 

QJJEEN   AND   LEONINE. 

LEONINE. 

TO   bury  kneaded  earth  for  dead  Marina 
Was  a  mod   quaint  device.     The  cheated 

Tharfians 

Pierc'd  heaven  with  their  howlings ;  but  fufpicion, 
As  if  death  clos'd  her  bufy  prying  eyes 
When  the  fair  Tyrian  died,  ftill  Sumbers  on. 
The  monument  of  Parian  marble  wrought, 
And  epitaph  in  characters  of  gold, 
Were  my  contrivance  too,  and  now  are  finifh'd. 
I  have  done  all  that  your  refentment  afk'd, 
And  well  fecur'd  your  fafety  and  your  fame: 
'Tis  more  than  time  you  liften'd  to  my  fuit. 

QJJ  E  E  N. 

Can  nothing  but  my  perfon  and  my  crown 
Reward  your  fervice  ? 

LEONINE. 

Ideferve  them  both. 
QJLT  E  E  N. 

Were  I  fole  miflrefs  of  the  fpacious  world, 
I'd  give  it  all  this  mu#her  were  undone. 
The  very  wrens  of  Tharfus  will  betray  it 
To  Pericles^  who  now  comes  to  demand  her. 

LEONINE. 

That's  only  in  my  power  :    give  me  your  promife 
To  be  my  bride,  and  feal  my  lips  forever. 

QJJ  E  E  N 
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E  E  N. 
What  I    wed  a  murtherer  ! 

LEONINE. 

Who  made  me  fo  ? 

Refolve  in  time  ere  ruin  overtake  you, 
O'ertake  us  both.     Your  flatt'ries  drew  me  in, 
You  taught  me  to  be  bloody  and  ambitious, 
And  I  will  now  partake  your  throne,  or  perim—  - 
But  not  alone.     You  know  how  popular 
The  injur'd  prince  of  Tyre  is  here  in  Tharfas. 
This  city,  now  the  feat  of  wealth  and  plenty, 
Whofe  towers  invade  the  clouds,  which  never  ftranger 
Beheld  but  wonder'd  at,   as  all  acknowledge, 
Had  but  for  Pericles  been  defolate, 
Forfaken,  or  the  grave  of  its  inhabitants, 
A  den  for  bats  to  build  and  wolves  to  Kowtttu 
How  many  thoufands,  living  now,  remember, 
When,  famifhing  with  hunger,  prince  and  people 
Sat  down  and  wept  for  bread  ;  when  tender  mothers 
Fed  on  their  new  born  babes,  and  man  and  wife 
Drew  lots  who  firft  (hou'd  die  and  furnim'food 
To  lengthen  out  the  life  of  the  furvivor.  * 
This  our  diftrefs  brought  Pericles  from  Tyre  ; 
Who,  bravely  fcorning  to  improve  th'  advantage, 
And  make  accnqueftof  a  proitrate  land, 
Did  with  a  lib'ral  hand  fupply  our  wants* 
And  turn  our  dying  groans  to  fongs  of  joy. 
For  this  the  Tharfians  love  him  as  a  father, 
And  as  a  God  adore  him. 

QJJ  E  E  N. 

Beitfo: 
POT  flill  their  queen,    and  hold  'em  in  fubje£ticn. 

LEONINE. 

Yes,   while  they  pleafe:  as  we  have  feen  a  lion 
Held  with  a  thread,  until  fome  accident, 
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Or  his  rafh  keeper's  folly,  rous'd  his  fury. 

They've  ibme  regard  for  the  good  line  you  came  of, 

And  yet  are  thereby  hardly  held  from  outrage: 

So  hateful  have  the  pride  and  other  vices, 

Notorious  in  you,  made  you  to  the  million. 

But  fhou'd  they  hear,  or  have  theleafl  fufpicion 

Of  your  foul  dealing  with  the  muchlov'd  daughter  ' 

Of  royal  Pericles,  like  flames  let  loofe, 

They'd  in  aninftant  make  this  lofty  dome 

You  rfun'ral  pile,  and  give  the  winds  your  afhes  : 

Or  having  torn  you  in  ten  thoufand  pieces, 

With  honeft  fcorn,  caft  out  your  loath'd  remains 

For  kites  and  crows  to  feed  on. 

QJJ  E  E  N. 

'Tis  too  true  : 

Shou'd  this  dark  deed  take  light,my  reign  were  ended. 
I  fee  I  mult  comply.     She  who  has  us'd 
A  wicked  agent  in  a  fhameful  ac~l, 
Mufl  thenceforth  be  his  flave.     You  have  my  word, 
Now  your  ambition's  ferv'd,  teach  me  to  anfwer 
The  king  of  Tyre  when  he  demands  his  child. 

LEONINE. 

Say  fhe  dy'd  fuddenly,  as  what's  more  common  ? 
That  you  wept  o'er  herhearfe,  and  mourn  her  yet  ; 
Then  mow  the  monument  and  epitaph 
Procur'd  at  your  expence  ;    and  her  griev'd  fire 
Shall  curfe  the  cruel  fates  that  flill  purfue  him 
With  plague  on  plague,,  but  ne'er  fufpecl  that  you 
Have  been  their  inlirument. 

QJJ  E  E  N. 

The  deed's  not  mine.— 


Pericles  comes,  and  I  muft  feem  content  : 
The  traitor's  in  the  toils,  and  cannot  'fcape-me 


Enter 
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Enter  PERICLES,  ESCANES,  Guards  and  Attendants. 

QJJ  E  E  N. 

Welcome,  great  Pericles,  to  mourning  Tharfus. 
My  royal  parents  and  your  faithful  friends, 
Cleon  and  Dionyfia,  are  no  more. 

PERICLES. 

Ent'ring  the  port  I  met  the  fatal  news. 
The  hot  (alt  tears  this  unthought  lofs  drew  from  me, 
Are  yet  wet  on  my  cheeks.     O  two  fuch  friends !  — 
But  I'm  a  man  born  to  adverfity ; 
No  land  e'er  gave  me  reft,  and  winds  and  waters, 
In  their  vaft  tennis-court,  have,  as  a  ball, 
Us'd  me  to  make  them  fport.  -  But  to  my  purpofe. 
'Tis  more  than  twice  feven  years  fmce  I  beheld  thee 
With  my  Marina,  both  were  infants  then. 
Peace  and  fecurity fmil'd on  your  birth; 
Her's  was  the  rudeft  welcome  to  this  world 
That  e'er  was  prince's  child :   born  on  the  fea, 
Hence  is  {he  call'd  Marina,  in  a  tempeft, 
When  the  high  working  billows  kifs'd  the  moon, 
And  the  fhrill  whittle  of  the  boatfwain's  pipe 
Seem'd  as  a  whifper  in  the  ear  of  death : 
Born  when  her  mother  dy'd.     That  fatal  hour 
Muft  ftill  live  with  me — O  you  gracious  Gods ! 
Why  do  you  make  us  love  your  goodly  gifts, 
And  fnatch  them  ftraight  away  ?    the  waves  receiv'd 
My  queen.     Afea-mate'scheft  confin'd  her  corpfe; 
In  which  me  filent  lies  'midft  groves  of  coral, 
Or  in  a  glitt'ring  bed  of  mining  (hells. 
The  air-fed  lamps  of  heaven,  the  fpouting  whale, 
And  dafhing  waters,  that  roll  o'er  her  head, 
Compofe  a  monument  to  hide  her  bones, 
Spacious  as  heaven,'  and  lafling  as  the  frame 
.Of  univerfal  nature; 

G  3  '  ESCANES* 
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E  S  C  AN  E  S. 

Royal  fir, 

This  fad  companion,  dull-ey'd  melancholy. 
So  long  careft,  fhou'd  now  be  caft  afide. 

PERICLES. 

0  never,  never:   do  not  interrupt  me. 

In  the  day's  glorious  walk,  or  peaceful  night, 
When  grief  fhou'd  feem  to  fleep,  a  welcome  gueft, 
She  fills  my  anxious  thoughts  and  broken  {lumbers 
With  the  lov'd  image  of  my  loft  Thaifa, 
And  prompts  me  to  rehearfe  the  oft-told  tale 
Of  her  difaft'rous  end:  and  chiefly  now 

1  come  to  feek  the  phoenix  that  took  life 
From  her  dead  afhes — But  I've  almoft  done — 
We  leftmyprincefs  in  her  wat'ry  tomb, 

-And,  as  the  winds  gave  way,    arriy'd  atTharfus. 
Here  to  your  royal  parents  I  committed 
( Whofe  love  I  had  experienced  and  defervM) 
My  only  child,   to  give  her  education 
Suiting  her  rank,  and  in  fome  fort  fupply 
Her  pious  mother's  lofs.     And  this  the  rather, 
For  that  the  peace  of  Tyre  was  forely  broken 
By  foreign  foes,  andtreafons  bred  at  home: 
For  I  have  drunk  the  dregs  of  all  misfortunes. 
I  vow'd  too  then,  though  it  fhow'd  wilful  in  me, 
That  all  unfifter'd  fhou'd  this  heir  of  mine 
Remain  till  fhe  were  marry 'd .     Thofe  commotions, 
That  long  embroiPd  me,  being  now  compos'd  ; 
I'm  ccme  to  pay  my  thanks,  and  claim  my  daughter. 

QJJ  E  E  N. 
Unhappy  prince!    wou'd  hea'vn  have  heard  my 

pray'rs, 

Thy  fvveet  Marina  now  by  my  lov'd  fide 
Had  blefs'd  thy  longing  eyes;  but  wretched  mortal? 
Ir  vain  oppofe  the  powers  that  rule  above  'em  : 

r5  Should 
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Shou'd  we  rage  loud  as  did  the  winds  and  feas 
When  fhe  was  born,  things  wou'd  be  as  they  arc. 
Unfold  thofe  doors,  and  let  the  care-worn  king 
Behold  the  teftimony  of  our  love 
To  our  fair  fofter  lifter,  and  our  grief 
For  her  untimely  fate. 

tte  SCENE  draws,  anddifcwers  a  Temple  with  a 
Monument. 

PERICLES  reading. 

"  Here  lieth  interr'd 
"  Marina,  daughter  to  the  prince  of  Tyre." 

0  thou  who  gav'ft  me  reafon  and  reflection, 
Eternal  Jove,  rebuke  thefe  fwelling  thoughts, 
That  wou'd  difpute  your  goodnefs  or  your  being : 
Bind  them  in  walls  of  brafs :  let  me  remember 

1  hold  my  powers  from  thee,  that  earthly  man 
Is  but  a  fubftance  made  for  your  high  pleafure : 
Teach  me,  as  fits  my  nature,    to  fubmit 

To  your  thrice  kindled  wrath. 

E  SC  A  N  E  S. 

Let  thofe  who  think 

They  cou'd  endure  his  woes,  fpeak  comfort  to  him; 
My  foul  is  faint  with  terror  to  behold  'em. 

PERICLES. 

Fire,  water,  earth,  and  air  in  loud  combuftion 
Herald  my  loft  Marina  to  the  light ; 
But  dumb  and  fpeechlefs  forrow  mall  attend 
Her  timelefs  paftage  to  the  realms  of  death. 
From  this  curft  hour  I'll  never  fpeak  again, 
To  mock  with  words  unutterable  grief; 
But  make  my  manners  favage  as  my  fortunes, 
And  be  as  wretched  as  the  Gods  wou'd  have  me. 
Sable  {hall  be  the  ihip  henceforth  that  bears  me; 

G  4  No 
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No  fteel  (hall  touch  my  face,  no  water  cleanfe  it,    - 
Nor  comb  be  us'd  to  part  my  matted  hair. 
If 'e'er  I  change  my  raiment,  galling  fackcloth, 
Inftead  of  royal  robes,  mall  gird  my  loins, 
And  allies  be  my  crown.     I'll  ne'er  return, 
Ne'er  view  thy  fpires  again,  renowned  Tyre  ; 
But  wander  through  the  world  a  wilful  vagrant, 
And  ne'er  tafte  comfort  more  till  death  relieve  me, 
Or  Jove  reftore  to  rny  unhoping  eyes 
What  his  vindiclive  hand  hath  taken  from  me. 
What  I  have  been  I'll  itudy  to  forget : 
Do  you  fo  too.     Tell  who  I  was  to  no  man ; 
What  I  am  now,  a  wretch  byheav'n  devoted 
To  all  diihefs  and  by  himfelf  abandon'd, 
Shall  evidence  itfelf.     Come,   my  Efcanes. 
E  S  C  A  N  E  S. 

0  woful,  woful  hour !  where  (hall  we  go  ? 

PERICLES. 

1  care  not,  let  blind  fortune  be  our  guide: 
Shun  Tyre,  and  ev'ry  other  place  is  equal. 
Fairqueen,  adieu.     Your  kindnefs  to  my  child 
The  Gods  return  you  double.     Yet  confider 
And  view  the  frailty  cf  your  Hate  in  me. 
Once  princes  fat,  like  ftars,  about  my  throne, 
And  veil'd  their  crowns  to  my  fupremacy  : 
Then,  like  the  fun,  all  paid  me  reverence 
For  what  I  was,  and  all  the  grateful  lov'd  me 
For  what  I  did  bellow  ;  now  not  a  glow-worm 
But  in  the  chearlefs  night  difplays  more  brightnefs, 
And  is  of  greater  ufe,  than  darken'd  Pericles. 

Be  not  high  minded,  queen,  be  not  high  minded: 
Time  is  omnipotent,  the  king  of  kings, 
Their  parent  and  their  grave     Beware,  beware  — 
Let  thofe  who  drink  of  fweet  profperity 
In  flowing  cup,  mingle  their  draughts  with  pity; 

And 


MARINA.  89 

And  think  when  they  behold  th'  amifted's  tears, 
The  mifery  of  others  may  be  theirs. 

[Exeunt  PERICLES,  ESCANES,  £jfr. 

QJJ  E  E  N. 
Unhappy  queen!  detefted  Leonine! 

0  had  I  'tarry'd  but  a  little  longer, 
Marina  had  been  gone  without  my  guilt: 
Or  had  you  put  me  by  this  one  bad  thought, 
In  which  perhaps  I  ne'er  mou'd  have  relaps*d, 

1  might  have  blefs'd  you  as  my  better  genius; 
But  now  muft  curfe  you  as  a  cruel  wretch, , 
Who  feeing  me  unguarded,  feiz'd  that  moment 
To  blaft  my  fame,  and  ruin  me  for  ever. 

LEONINE. 

Were  this  repentance  true,  'tis  now  too  late  : 
Bnt  if,  as  I  fufpeft,  'tis  but  affum'd 
(Your  purpofe  being  ferv'd)  to  veil  your  falfhoad 
(Pretending  confcier.ce  for  your  breach  of  faith) 
The  cheat's  too  grofs,  and  you  may  re  It  afTur*d, 
I  (hill  fee  through  and  fcorn  the  thin  difgaife. 

QJJ  E  E  N. 

Then  here  I  call  it  off.     Shalt  I,  who  cou'd  not  bear 
The  unmeant  rivalfhip  of  fvveet  Marina, 
Reiign  my  crown,  and  live  a  Have  to  thee  ? 
A  wretch  whom  I  deteil,  a  venal  villain, 
One  whom  I  £x'd  on  as  the  worltof  men, 
For  the  worit  purpofe. 

LEONINE. 

Bafe,  Ungrateful  queen! 
Is  this  all  the  reward  I'm  to  expect  ? 

(J^U  E  E  N. 

Such  a  reward  as  fuch  vile  inftruments 
As  you  deferve,  a  murderer's  reward,' 
Thou  hall  already. 

L  E  0  N  I  N  E, 
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LEONINE. 
Hah! 

QJJ  E  E  N. 

Yes,  thou  art  poifon'd. 
The  fubtle  potion  working  in  thy  veins 
Is  a  more  certain  remedy  for  talking, 
Than  all  my  wealth,  or  the  rich  crown  of  Tharfus. 
Not  that  I  fear,  now  Pericles  is  gone, 
The  utmofl  of  thy  malice  coud'it  thou  live, 
As  'tis  moll  fure  thou  can'ft  not. 

LEONINE. 

Curfed  harpy  I 

The  loathfome  grave  is  better  than  thy  bed, 
And  death  a  lovelier  paramour  thanthee. 
O !  I  am  fick  at  heart. 

QJJ  E  E  N. 

The  venom  works. 
How  wild  he  looks?  I  will  be  kind,  and  leave  him, 

LEONINE. 

Afiifl  myfeeblearm,  ye  righteous  Gods ! 
Though  I've  offended,  do  not  fail  me  now. 
This  caufe  is  yours— 'tis  well  — my  hand  is  arm'd — 
Now  guide  my  weapon's  point  to  her  falfe  heart, 
And  we  mail  both  have  jutfice. 

QJJ  E  E  N. 

Thoughtlefs  wretch! 
Where  are  my  guards?   I  mail  be  murder'd  here. 

LEONINE. 

As  fure  as  you  contriv'd  Manna's  death, 
As  fure  as  you've  betray'd  and  murther'd  me. 

[Stabs  her. 
I  fall,  but  fall  reveng'd.     Now  triumph,  fury. 

Enter 
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Enter  Guards  and  Ladies. 

QJJ  E  E  N. 
You  come  too  late:  theflavehas  pierc'dmy  heart. 

LEONINE. 

To  wound  it  deeper,  know,  Marina  lives. 
The  death  intended  her  by  you  and  me, 
By  heaven  is  juftly  turn'duponourfelves. 
To  will  or  aa  is  one  at  that  ftrid  audit, 
Where  we  muft  Toon  appear— O  Rhadamanthus — 

[Dies. 

QJJ  E  E  N . 
Tear  out  his  tongue,  let  not  the  traitor  fpeak. 

GUARD. 
It  need  not,  madam ;  he  has  fpoke  his  laft. 

Q^U  E  E  N. 

I  mall  not  long  furvive  him  — bear  me  hence  — 
Thou  artthe  care  of  heaven,  virtuous  Marina; 
Its  out-cafts  we.     The  Gods  are  juft  and  ftrong; 
And  none  who  fcorn  their  laws  e'er  profper  long. 

\Exeunt* 

SCENE   II. 

A  Houfe  in  Ephefus. 

BAWD    AND    BOLT. 

BAWD. 
Where  are  the  gentlemen  ? 

BOLT. 
Gone. 

BAWD. 
.  Gone! 

BOLT. 


9*  MARINA. 

E  O  L  T. 

Ay,  gone  away,  and  left  her  untouch'd.     With 
her  holy  fpeeches,  kneeling,  prayers,,  and   tears 
fne  has  converted  'em  to  chaitity.  - 

BAWD. 

The  devil  {he  has ! 

BOLT. 

They  vow  never  to  enter  a  bawdy-houfe  again, 
but  turn  religious,  and  frequent  the  temples:  they 
arc  gone  to  hear  the  veftals  fing  already. 

BAWD. 

What  will  become  of  me?  O  the  wicked  jade  ,to 
ftudy  the  ruin  of  a  poor  gentlewoman  !  \Weepin?  1 
Fd  rather  than  twice  the  worth  of  her  lhe  had 
never  come  here. 

BOLT. 

She's  enough  to  undo  all  the  pandars  and  bawds 
in  Ephefus. 

BAWD. 

Pox  of  her  green  ficknefs. 

B  O  L;r. 

Ay,  if  fhe  wou'd  but  change  one  for  the  other, 
there  were  forne  hopes  of  her.  But  I  have  good 
intelligence' that  the  lord  Lyfimachus  will  be  here 
prefently. 

B  A  W  D. 
The  governor  ? 

BOLT. 

Ay,  but  he's  a  great  perfecutor  of  pcrfons  of  our 
profefijon. 


B  A  W  D. 
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B  AW  D.. 

Pho,  thofe  are  our  bed  cuftomers  and  fureft  friends 
in  private.  If  the  peevifh  baggage  wou'd  but  hear 
reafon  now,  we  were  made  for  ever.  Fetch  her. 
We'll  try  once  more.  [Exit  BOLT.]  She  muil  be 
marble  if  me  don't  melt  at  the  fight  of  fo  great,  fo 
rich,  fo  young  and  handfome  a  man  as  the  lordLy- 
fimachus. 

Enter  LYSIMACHUS. 

LYSIMACHUS. 
Well,  thou  grave  planter  of  iniquity, 
Whofe  juil  returns  are  full  grown  crops  of  mame, 
Are  you  fupply'd  with  new  and  found  temptations  ? 
Such  as  an  healthy  man  may  venture  on, 
And  fear  the  lofs  of  nothing— but  his  foul. 

BAWD. 

I'm  proud  to  fee  your  lordfhip  here,  andglad  your 
honour  is  fo  chearfully  difpos'd.  Venus  forbid  a 
gentleman  mou'd  receive  an  injury  in  my  houfe. 
No,  fir,  we  defy  the  furgeons.  And  for  tempta 
tion,  I  have  fuch  an  one,  if  fhewou'd  but— -* 

LYSIMACH   US. 
Pry  thee  what? 

BAWD. 
Your  honour  knows  what  I  mean  well  enough. 

LYSIMACHUS. 
Well,  let  me  fee  her. 

BAWD. 

Such  fiefli  and  blood,  fir ! — for  red  and  white- 
well,  you  (hall  fee  a  flower,  and  a  flower  me  were 
indeed,  had  ftie  but . 
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L  Y  S  I .  M  A  C  H  U  S. 
Why  doil  not  fpeak  ?  what  is  there  wanting  in  her? 

BAWD. 
O,  fir,  I  can  be  modeft. 

LYSIMACHUS. 
When  fuch  as  thefe  pretend  to  modefty, 
They  are  then  moft  impudent. 

Enter  BOLT,  ford ng  in  MARINA. 

BAWD. 

Now,  fir,  what  do  you  think  of  her  ?  wou'dn't 
ihe  ferve  after  a  long  voyage  ?  -  Ay,  fir — 

LYSIMACHUS. 
I'm  loft  in  admiration — here's  your  fee : 
Away,  be  gone  and  leave  us.     I  came  hither, 
O  who  wou'd  trull  his  heart,  bent  to  detecl 
And  puniih  thefe  bad  people ;  but  when  fin 
Appears  in  fuch  a  form,  the  fineft  virtue 
DiJTolves  to  air  before  it. 

BAWD. 

I  pray  your  honour  let  me  have  a  word  with  her  : 
I'll  have  done  prefently. 

LYSIMACHUS. 
Do,  I  befeech  you. 

BAWD. 

Firft  I  wou'd  have  you  take  notice  that  this  is  a 
;man  of  honour. 

MARINA. 
Grant,  heaven,  I  find  him  fo  I 

BAWD. 

And  next,  that  he's  a  great  man  and  governor  of 
this  country ;  andlaftly,  one  I'm  bound  to, 

M  A  R  I  N  A« 
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MARINA. 
If  he's  greatly  good 
And  governs  well,  you're  bound  to  him  indeed. 

BAWD. 
Pray  ufehim  kindly,  or— 

LYSIMACHUS. 
Have  you  yet  done? 

BAWD. 

I'm  afraid  your  lordfhip  mult  take  fomepains  with 
her,  but  there's  nothing  to  be  done  with  thefe  un- 
experienc'd  things  without  it.  Come,  we'll  leave 
his  honour  and  her  together. 

{Exeunt  BAWD  and  BOLT. 

LYSIMACHUS. 
Thou  brighteft  ftar  that  ever  left  its  fphere 
(For  fure  you  once  {hone  in  a  higher  region) 
For  low  pollution  and.  the  depth  of  darknefs, 
How  long  haft  thoupurfu'd  this  devious  courfe  ? 

MARINA. 
What  courfe  d'ye'mean,  my  lord? 

LYSIMAC  H  U  S.      . 

I  dare  not  name  it: 
For,  loving,  I  am  fearful  to  offend. 

MA  R  I  N  A. 

I  cannot  be  offended  at  the  truth. 

LYSIMACHUS. 
How  long  have  you  been,  what  you  now  profefs  ? 

M  A  R  I  N  A. 
E'erfmcel  can  remember. 

k  *. 
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LYSIMACHUS. 

Gods  !  what  pity  ! 
Were  you  a  proflitute  fo  very  young  ? 

MARINA. 
I  ne'er  was  other  -  if  I  am  fo  now. 

LYSIMACHUS. 
You  are  proclaimed  a  creature  fet  to  fale 
By  being  here. 

MARINA. 

And  do  you  know  this  houfe 
A  place  of  fuch  refort,  yet  venture  in  it  ? 
I've  heard  you  are  of  honourable  rank, 
And  govern  here. 

LYSIMACHUS. 

O,  you  have  heard  my  pow'r, 
And  therefore  ftand  aloof,    but  without  jaufe  \ 
For  my  authority  mail  here  be  blind, 
Or  look  with  kindnefs  on  thee.     I've  now  learnt 
What  once  feem'd  ftrange,  why  rich  men  grafp  at 

pow'r, 

And  the  poor  murmur  at  reftrictive  laws. 
Pafficn  wou'd  have  the  means  to  work  its  ends, 
And  the  fierce  tumult  of  intemp'rate  blood 
Rages  the  more  the  more  it  is  refifted. 
I  muft  and  will,  infpite  of  vainremorle 
And  what  I  have  been,   feaft  each  aking  fenfe 
On  thy  luxurious  charms.  Whydoftthou  ihun  me? 
Bluming  I  fpeak  it,  thou  malt  never  find 
Amongil  the  herd  whofeonlyjoy  is  lewdnefs, 
A  more  devoted  {lave.     Is  wanton  pleafure 
What  you  affect  ?  my  youth,  yet  unimpair'd 
By  riot  or  difeafe,   mall  meet  your  wifhes. 
Art  thou  ambitious?  power  and  pcmp attend  thee. 
Or  if  the  love  of  gold,  thatcurfed  bait 

That 


MARINA.  97 

That  ruins  half  thy  lex,  poflefs  thy  heart ; 
I  will  defcend  to  gratify  a  paffion 
I  mould  deteft  in  any  but  thyfelf. 
MARINA. 

Cou'd  you  do  thus !  O  you  immortal  powers, 
What  is  your  influence  on  the  heart  of  man, 
If  ev'ry  flight  temptation  wins  him  from  you  ? 
Shall  painted  clay,  mail  white  and  red,  lefs  pure 
Than  that  which  decks  the  lily  and  the  rofe, 
Seduce  you  from  the  bright  unfading  joys 
Your  goodnefs  yields !  for  fure  your  fpeech  imports, 
And  I  well  hope,  you  have  not  yet  renounced  it, 

LYSIMACHUS. 
Thou  art  fo  fair,  fo  exquifitely  fair, 
And  plead'ft  againft  thyfelf  with  fo  much  art, 
That  had  I  known  thee  fooner — what  a  thought  !  — 
But  fully'd  as  thou  art  I  muft  poilefs  thee, 
Whate'er  the  purchafe  cod. 

MARINA. 

To  think  me,  fir, 

A  creature  fo  abandon'd,  yet  purfue  me, 
Is  fure  as  mean  and  infamous,  as  wicked. 
What !  wafte  your  youth  in  arms  that  each  lewd 

ruffian 

Who  pays  the  price,  may  fill ;  lavifli  your  wealth, 
And  yield  your  facred  honour  to  the  hand 
Of  an  improvident  andwafteful  wanton, 
Who  does  not  guard  her  own  ! 

LYSIMACHUS. 

True,  I  came  hither, 

With  thoughts  like  thefe— but  lead  me  to  fome  place 
Private  and  dark  -Alas,  why  doil  thou  weep? 

MARINA. 
Dare  not  come  near  me. 
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LYSIMACHUS. 

By  the  raging  flame 
Thy  eyes  have  kindled  here,  I  mufl  enjoy  thee. 

MARINA. 

Then  view  my  laft  defence.  [Draws  a  daggtr. 

LYSIMACHUS. 

What  dofl  thou  mean  ! 
MARINA. 

To  die  if  you  purfue  your  hated  purpofe, 
Vain,  ram,  miflaken  man. 

LYSIMACHUS. 

O  hold  thy  hand  : 

By  Jove  me  doth  amaze  me.     Reft  affur'd 
I  will  not  offer  violence  again 
Be  who  or  what  thou  wilt— but  let  me  feize 
This  threatening  ftcel,  that  fill'd my  foul  with  terror 
While  levelled  at  thy  breaft. 

MARINA. 

O  mighty  fir, 

If  you  were  born  to  honour  mow  it  now  ; 
If  put  upon  you,  make  that  judgement  good 
That  thought  you  worthy  of  it. 

LYSIMACHUS. 

She's  in  earned. 
Here  is  fome  my  fiery  I  cannot  fathom.          [AJidc. 

MARINA. 

Have  pity  on  a  maid,    a  friendlefs  maid, 
By  fortune  forc'd  to  this  detefted  fly  ; 
Where  fince  I  came  difeafes  have  been  fold 
Dearer  than  phyfick.     Wou'd  the  gracious  gods 
But  fet  me  free  from  this  unhallow'd  place, 
Though  they  did  change  me  to  the  meaneft  bird 
That  flies  in  the  pure  air,  I  fhou'd  be  happy. 

1,  \4      *       b     1  -* 
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LYSIMACHUS. 
Conviftiori  rifes  with  each  word  fhe  fpeaks. 
She's  all  a  miracle,  as  chafte  as  fair.  [Afide. 

He  muft  indeed  have  a  corrupted  mind, 
Whom  thy  fpeech  cou'd  not  alter.     Here's  gold 

for  thee  : 

Still  perfevere  in  the  clear  way  thou  goeft, 
And  the  gods  flrengthen  thee.     As  for  myfelf, 
The  fhort  liv'd  error  which  thy  beauty  caus'd, 
Thygoodnefs  and  thy  wifdom  have  corrected. 

MARINA. 

Now  you're  a  true  and  worthy  gentleman, 
The  gracious  gods  preferve  you. 

LYSIMACHUS. 

Fare  thee  well. 

If  I  fhou'd  take  thee  hence  licentious  tongues 
May  wrong  my  fair  intentions,  and  thy  fame. 
Thou  art  a  piece  of  virtue,  and  I  doubt  not 
But  that  thy  birth  and  training  both  were  noble. 
A  curfe  upon  him,  die  he,  like  a  thief, 
That  mail  again  attempt  to  wrong  thy  honour. 
If  thou  hcar'ft  from  me,  as  thou  may'ft  exped  it, 
And  quickly  too,  it  mail  be  for  thy  good. 

Enter  BOLT. 

BOLT. 
Ibefeech  your  honour,  one  piece  for  me, 

LYSIMACHUS. 

Avaunt,  thoudamn'd-door  keeper,  pandar  hence. 
Your  houfe,  but  for  this  virgin  that  doth  prop  it, 
Wou'dfink,  and  overwhelm  you.  [Exit  LYSIM. 

BOLT. 

I  fee  we  muii  take  another  courfe  with  you  ;  or 

your  peevifh  chaftity,  which  is  not  worth  a  break- 
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fafl  in  the  cheapeft  country  in   the  univerfe,    will 

undo  a  whole  family.     Come  your  ways. 

Enter  BAWD. 

B  AW  D. 
How  now !  what's  the  matter  ? 

BOLT. 

Worfe  and  worfe,  miftrefs.  She  has  been  talk 
ing  religion  to  my  lordLyfimachus. 

BAWD. 
'  O  abominable  ! 

BOLT. 

She  makes  our  profeflion  (link,  as  it  were,  in  the 
noftrils  of  all  who  come  near  her. 

BAWD. 
Marry  hang  her. 

BOLT. 

My  lord  wou'd  have  us'd  her  as  a  lord  fhou'd  ufe 
a  gentlewoman,  for  I  overheard 'em ;  but  me  fent 
him  away  as  cold  as  afnowball,  faying  his  prayers 
too. 

BAWD. 
Take  her  away :  ufe  her  at  your  pleafure. 

MARINA. 
Hark,  hark,  you  gods ! 

BAWD. 

She's  at  her  pray'rs  again.  Away  with  her.  I 
wifh  me  had  never  enter'dinto  my  doors. 

[Exit  BAWD. 

BOLT. 

Come,  miftrefs,  you  mail  along  with  me. 
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MARINA. 
O  whither  wou'd  you  have  me  ? 

BOLT. 

Into  the  next  room,  to  take  from  you  by  force 
the  jewel  you  are  fo  unwilling  to  part  with. 

MARINA. 

Pray  tell  me  one  thing  firft. 
BOLT. 
Propofe  your  queftion. 

MARINA. 
What  wou'd  you  wim  to  your  worft  enemies  ? 

BOLT. 

Why  I  wou'd  wim  'em  as  infamous  as  my  mi- 
ftrcfs. 

MARINA, 

And  yet  that  wretch  is  not  fo  bad  as  thou  art, 
Since  fhe's  thy  better  as  me  doth  command  thee. 
The  place  thou  hold'ft  is  fuch  that  Cerberus 
Wou'd  not  exchange  his  reputation  with  thee, 
The  filthy  groom,  door- keeper  to  a  brothel. 
Then  to  the  chol'rick  fift  of  ev'ry  villain 
Thy  ear  is  liable.     Thy  food  is  fuch 
As  hath  been  breath'd  on  by  infectious  lungs. 

BOLT. 

What  wou'd  you  have  me  do  ?  go  to  the  wars ! 
where  a  man  may  ferve  feven  years  for  the  lofs  of 
a  leg,  _  and  not  have  money  enough  in  the  end  to 
buy  him  a  wooden  one. 

MARINA. 

Do  any  kind  of  thing  but  this  thou  doft  : 
Empty  receptacles  of  common  filth, 
Serve  by  indenture  to  the  common  hangman, 

H3  Or 
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Or  herd  with  fvvine,  or  beg  from  door  to  door : 

The  worft  of  thefe  is  far  to  be  preferr'd 

To  what  you  pra6tire.     If  nofenfe  of  fhame, 

No  fear  of  laws,  no  reverence  of  the  gods 

Gome  near  thy  heart ;  let  that  which  doth  perfuade 

Millions  to  .evil,  bribe  thee  to  be  good  : 

Touch  not  my  honour,  help  me  toefcape 

This  houfe  of  Ihame,  and  take  the  mining  gold 

The  good  lord  gave  me. 

BOLT. 

Nay,  I  don't  fee  why  a  man  mayn't  as  well  do  a 
good  deed  as  a  bad  one,  efpecially  when  he's  paid 
for  it.  And  to  fay  the  truth,  I  think  you  wou'd 
freeze  the  blood  of  a  fatyr,  and  make  a  puritan 
of  the  devil,  if  they  were  to  cheapen  a  kifs  of 
thee.  Come,  give  me  the  money.  * 

MARINA. 
No,  firft  conduct  rne  to  fome  place  of  fafety. 

BOLT. 
But  malll  have  it  then? 

MART  N  A. 

If  I  deceive  you,  take  me  home  again, 
And  proftitute  me  to  the  vileft  groom 
That  doth  frequent  your  houfe. 
BOLT. 

Well,  I'll  truftyou.     I'll  fee  you  plac'd r 

M  A  RJN  A. 
But  among  honeft  women. 

BOLT. 

Troth,  I've  but  little  acquaintance  amongft 
them.  But  there  is  one  who  is  known  to  all  Ephe- 
fus  by  fame,  the  holy  prieilefs  of  Diana's  temple: 

me 
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{he  will  be  proud  of  fuch  a  chafte  companion,  and 
has  befides  the  power  to  protedyou. 

MARINA. 
D  the  good  godsdired  me  how  to  find  her  I 

BOLT. 

But,  hark,  I  hear  my  miftrefs.  We  muft  be 
gone :  this  way  we  may  avoid  her. 

MARINA. 

Jove's  virgin-beft-lov'd  daughter,  bright  Diana, 
Who  fhar'ft  with  Sol  the  flues,  chafte  queen  of  night, 
Defend  my  virtue,  and  direft  my  flight. 

[Exeunt  MARINA  and  BOLT. 

Enter  BAWD. 

BAWD. 

Bolt,  Bolt,  where  are  you  ?  fecure  Marina.  The 
governor's  officers  are  fearching  the  houfe  for  her  : 
we  mall  have  her  forc'd  away.  Why  Bolt—O  the 
devil !  the  back  door  is  open  :  the  villain  is  run 
away  with  my  flave,  and  all  the  money  I  paid  for 
her  will  be  loft. 

Enter  OFFICERS. 
FIRST    OFFICER. 
She's  no  where  to  be  found. 
BAWD. 

No,  no,  me's  gone.  My  man  had  ftole  her 
away  before  you  came,  a  pox  confound  him  and 
you  too  :  I  am  likely  to  be  brought  to  a  fine  pafs 
betwixt  you. 

OFFICER. 

Then  we  muft  execute  our  other  orders,  which 
are  to  turn  this  beldame  out  of  doors,  and  then 
Ihut  up  the  houfe. 

H  4  BAWD. 
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BAWD. 
Turn  me  out  of  doors !  how  mull  I  live  ? 

OFFICER. 

Do  you  take  care  of  that.  It  is  a  favour,  and 
a  great  one  too,  that  you  are  not  fent  to  prifon. 

BAWD. 

Such  governors  are  enough  to  make  a  woman  do 
what  ihe  never  thought  of. 

OFFICER. 

Ay,  do— work— that's  what  I  dare  be  fworn 
you  never  thought  of. 

BAWD. 

No,  nor  ever  will.  A  gentlewoman,  and  work! 
I'll  fee  you  ail  hang'd  firft. 

OFFICER, 

Chufe,  and  be  harg'd  yourfelf :  you  have  Ion? 
deferv'd  it. 

BAWD. 

Have  I  fo,-  fcoundrel  ?  and  yet  you  have  been 
glad  of  a  caft  of  my  office  before  now.  While 
fuch  as  you  are  truiled  with  authority,  as  fure  as 
thieves  are  honetf,  ftrumpets  chafte, 

Or  priefts  hate  money  ;  this  fame  fmful  nation 
Is  in  a  hopeful  way  of  reformation. 

[Exeunt. 
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ACT     III. 
SCENE      I. 

A  Street  in  Ep.be/us. 

BAWD. 

F  I  could  but  recover  Marina,  and  make  her 
pliable,  I  fhoii'd  do  very  well  Itill:  I  could 
make  a  handfome  living  of  her  in  any  ground  in 
Afia. 

Enter  BOLT  finging. 

BOLT. 

Hah,  Mother  Coupler!  how  is  it  with  thee, 
old  flem-monger  ?  thou  quondam  retailer  of  ftale 
carrion,  and  propagator  of  difeafes.  What,  quite 
broke  !  no  private  practice  !  I  know  you  hate  to  be 
idle — Though  your  houfe  is  fhut  up,  you  have 
fome  properties,  I  hope.  Why,  you'll  make  a 
good  llroling  bawd  flill.  What  neves  a  new  vamp 
ed  up  wench,  juilcome  out  of  an  hofpital,  to  ac 
commodate  a  friend  with  ? 

BAWD. 

Villain,  traitor,  thief,  runaway,  how  dare  you 
look  me  in  the  face  ? 

BOLT. 

I  am  too  well  acquainted  with  your  face  to  be 
afraid  of  it  —  ugly  as  it  is. 

B  A  W  D.^ 
You- have  the  impudence  of  old  nick. 

BOLT. 

Then  I  did  not  converfe  with  you  fo  long  with 
out  learning  fumcthing. 

BAWD. 
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BAWD. 
You  feduced  my  flave. 

BOLT. 
That's  a  lye ;  for  me  feduced  me. 

BAWD. 

You  deferve  to  be  hang'd  for  robbing  me  of  my 
property.  What  have  you  done  with  her  ? 

BOLT. 

If  I  had  done  with  her  what  you  wou'd  have  had 
me,  we  fhou'd  both  have  been  hang'd  :  fo  take 
the  matter  right,  and  you  are  oblig'd  to  me. 

BAWD. 

Not  at  all :  for  though  it  happen'd  as  you  fay, 
you  intended  me  no  good. 

BOLT. 

And  pray  whom  did  you  ever  intend  any  good 
to? 

BAWD. 
Where  have  you  put  Marina  ? 

BOLT. 

No  where :  fhe  was  taken  from  me  before  we 
had  gone  the  length  of  the  flreet  by  the  governor's 
fervants. 

BAWD. 

This  is  your  praying  lord,  plague  rot  him  for 
a  cheating  hypocrite.  And  fo  after  all  my  cofl 
and  pains  about  her  to  no  manner  of  purpofe,  hs 
has  her  for  nothing. 

BOLT. 
P$o,  he  hasn't  her  neither. 

B  AWD. 
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BAWD. 

That's  fome  comfort  yet :  then  perhaps  I  may 
have  her  again. 

BOLT. 
When  me  turns  ftrumpet,  and  you  repent. 

BAWD. 
Where  is  me  ? 

BOLT. 

Where  the  air  is  as  difagreeable  to  a  bawd,  as 
the  air  of  a  bawdy-houfe  is  to  her— in  the  Temple 
of  Diana. 

BAWD. 
I'm  a  ruin'd  woman. 

BOLT. 

You  can  never  be  long  at  a  lofs  for  a  living :  it  is 
but  removing  your  quarters,  and  beginning  your 
trade  again  where  you  are  n't  known — -if  you  can 
find  fuch  a  place. 

BAWD. 

You're  a  fneering  rafcal.  But  I  hope  you  did 
not  let  Marina  go  off  with  the  money  the  governor 
gave  her  ? 

BOLT. 

No,  no,  I  took  care  to  lighten  her  of  that  bur 
then. 

BAWD. 
And  where  is  it  ? 

BOLT* 
Very  fafe,  very  fafe. 

BAWD. 

Why,  you  don't  intend  to  cheat  me  of  that  too  ? 

BOLT. 


io8  MARINA. 

BOLT. 

I  don't  well  underiland  what  you  mean  by  cheat 
ing,  but  am  fare  I  fhou'd  deceive  you  moft  eo-re- 
gioufly  if  I  were  to  part  with  a  fingle  ftiver.  No, 
no,  I  mall  take  care  of  myfelf :  I  mall  keep  what 
I  have  got,  depend  upon  it. 

BAWD. 

But  what  a  confcience  rnuil  you  have  in  the  mean 
time  ! 

BOLT. 

Don't  you  and  I  know  one  another,  Mother 
Coupler  ?  meafure  my  confcience  exactly  by  your 
own,  and  you'll  find  its  dimenn'ons  to  the  breadth 
of  a  hair. 

BAWD. 

If  I  ben't  reveng'd,  may  I  die  of  the  pip  with 
out  the  comfort  of  an  hofphal  to  hide  my  fhame 
and  mifery  from  the  world. 

BOLT. 

Or  thepleafure  of  defervingit. 

\_Exeunt  different  ways. 

SCENE     II. 

<The  Temple  of  DIANA  with  her  Statue  and  Altar. 
Near  them  THAIS  A  is  difcover  V,  Jleeping ;  two 
Priejleffes  attending,  who  come  forward. 

FIRST      PR.IESTESS. 
Sleeps  the  high  prieftefs  yet  ? 

SECOND      PRIESTESS. 

If  the  fufpenfion 

Of  fenfe  without  the  benefit  of  reft 
Be  fleep,  fhe  fieeps  :  (he's  greatly  difcompos'd. 

FIRST 
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FIRST     PRIESTESS. 
Yet  trouble  in  her  irritates  devotion. 
Hence  day  -and  night,  before  her  facred  mrine* 
Shefeeks  with  ardour  the  celeftial  maid, 
Or  watching  waits  her  will ;  as  if  by  chance 
She  flumbers,  'tis,  as  now,  beneath  her  altar. 

SECOND     PRIESTESS. 
You  mufi  have  known  her  long  ? 

FIRST     PRIESTESS. 

E'er,  fmce  that  morning, 
When  from  the  troubled  bofom  of  the  deep* 
The  billows  cail  her,  breathlefs,  on  the  beach, 
That  fronts  this  holy  temple.     I  was  prefent 
When  the  good  father  of  Lyfimachus 
(And  my  kind  uncle)  by  his  art  refcor'd  her 
From  hermoft  death-like  trance. 

SECOND     PRIESTESS. 

This,  though  long  fince 
And  a  known  truth,  is  flill  the  theme  of  wonder. 

FIRST     PRIESTESS. 
I  remember,  when  all  fuppos'dher  dead, 
This  learned  lord  did  from  the  firft  affirm, 
That  death  might  for  fome  hours  ufurp  on  nature, 
And  yet  the  fire  of  life  kindle  again 
The  o'erpreft  fpirits :  and  me  liv'd  to  prove  it. 

SECOND      PRIESTESS. 
'Tis  ftrange  none  e'er  difcover'd  who  me  is. 

FIRST     PRIESTESS. 
From  the  rich  robe  ihe'd  on,  and  gems  found  with 

her, 

We  judg'd  her  royal :  all  me  wou'd  difclofe 
Was  that  me  loft  a  hufband,  and  with  him 
All  hopes  and  all  defires  of  earthly  joys. 

And 
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And  choofing  to  devote  her  future  days 

To  chaftity  and  grief,  me  hereretir'd; 

And  took  with  me,  who  then  was  juft  prepar'd 

To  be  profeft,  the  habit  Argentine. 

The  facred  dignity  fhe  now  fuftains 

Was  much  againft  her  will  conferr'd  upon  her, 

When  fage  Euphrion  dy'd. 

SECOND     PRIESTESS. 

Did  you  not  mark 

How  in  an  inftant  forrow  overwhelm'dher, 
When  news  was  brought  from  Cyprus  of  the  death 
Of  the  good  king  Simonides  ? 

FIRST     PRIESTESS. 

I  did. 
Her  fortune's  teeming  with  fome  great  event. 

SECOND     PRIESTESS. 
The  perfect  likenefs  too  there  is  between 
Herfelf  andfweet  Marina,  much  amaz'd  her. 

FIRST     PRIESTESS. 
And  mult  do  all  that  fee  them.     But  allow 
The  difference  time  muft  make,  and   they're  the 

fame  : 

Juft  what  Marina  is,  Thaifa  was 
When  I  beheld  her  firft. 

T  H  A  I  S  A. 

O  Pericles ! 

FIRST      PRIESTES  S, 
Did  me  not  fpeak  ?   attend. 

T  H  A  I  S  A. 

Art  thou  reftor'd 

To  the  long  widow'd  arms  of  thy  Thaifa  !  — 
Ha!  [Rifts  and  comes  forward. 

FIRST 
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FIRST      PRIESTESS. 

Madam,  how  fare  you  ? 

T  H  A  I  S  A. 

'Twas  but  a  dream, 

A  flattering  dream.     And  what  is  life  itfelf, 
Being  juftly  weigh'd,  but  a  meer  fleeting  madow? 
Moil  like  thefe  vifions  now  fo  frequent  with  me—— • 
I  am  troubled  and  trouble  you,  my  friends. 

SECOND       PRIESTESS; 
Cou'd  our  belt  fervice  help  you,  we  were  happy. 

FIRST     PRIESTESS. 
I  fain  wou'd  hope  your  prefent  perturbation 
May  prove  the  prelude  to  your  lafting  peace. 

T  H  A  I  S  A. 

The  lafting'fl  peace  is  death  :  and  that,  perhaps, 
Is  what  jny  dreams  portend. 

FIRST     PRIESTESS. 

The  gods  forbid. 
T  H  AI  S  A. 

The  gods  do  all  their  will :  I've  long  been  learning 
A  perfeft  refignation  to  their  pleafure. 
My  dream  was  this.     Attending  on  the  altar, 
The  goddefs  feem'd  to  animate  herftatue  ; 
And,  as  I  view'd  the  prodigy  with  terror, 
Took  from  my  brow  the  crefcent  and  tiara, 
The  fymbols  of  my  office,  and  then  ftruck 
The  fmoaking  cenfor  from  my  trembling  hand, 

FIRST      PRIESTESS. 
'Twas  wond'rous  ftrange. 

T  H  A  I  S  A. 

And  with  a  radiant  fmile 
ConfignM  me  to  the  arms  of  my  lov'd  lord, 

4  Who 
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Who  flood  confeil  and  living  to  receive  me. 
With  the  furprize  I  wak'd. 

FIRST      PRIESTESS. 
A  fair  prefage . 

Our  goddefs  vifits  you  as  a  reward 
For  your  true  piety :  this  dream's  from  her. 

T  H  A  I  S  A. 

We  doubtlefs  think  ourfelves  of  more  importance 
Than  the  wife  gods  allow  us. 

SECOND      PRJIESTESS. 

Sacred  madam, 
The  lord  Lyfimachus  — 

Enter  LYSIM  ACHUS. 
T  H  A  I  S  A. 

He's  ever  welcome. 
LYSIM  ACHUS. 
Hail,  holy  prieftefs,  whofe  celelHal  mind 
Adds  \vhitenefs  to  the  filver  robe  you  wear  : 
Have  you  yet  learnt  ought  of  the  birth  and  fortunes 
Of  that  fweet  virgin  I  commended  to  you  ? 

T  H  A  I  S  A. 

Nc,  my  good  lord.  Whene'er  I  queftion  her 
Who  and  from  whence  me  is,  fne  anfwers  not, 
But  fits  her  down  and  weeps. 

LYSIMACHUS. 

I  wifh  I  knew. 
T  H  A  I  S  A. 

Time  may  reveal  it.     She's  a  miracle  : 
My  eyes  ne'er  faw  her  peer. 

LYSIMACHUS. 

O  gracious  Lady, 
She's  fuch  a  one  that  were  I  well  affur'd 

Came 
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Came  of  a  gentle  kind  and  noble  ftock, 
I'd  wifh  no  better  choice. 

Enter  GENTLEMAN. 
GENTLEMAN. 

Moft  honoured  Sir, 

There  is  a  fhip  arriv'd  of  ftrange  appearance ; 
The  hull,  fails,  itreamers,  tackle,  all  are  black; 
From  whence  is  in  a  chaloupe  come  on  fhore 
A  perfon  of  a  great  but  mournful  mien, 
Whofe  chief  attendant  afes  to  be  admitted 
To  fee  our  governor.    What  is  your  will  ? 

LYSIMACHUS. 
That  he  have  his :  I  pray  you  greet  him  fairly. 

[Exit  GENTLEMAN. 

Enter  ESCANES;   and  others    after   him,    bearing 

PERICLES. 

LYSIMACHUS. 

Hail,  reverend  Sir  :  the  gracious  gods  preferve  you. 

ESCANES. 

And  you,  t'out-livethe  age  that  I  am  now 
And  die  as  I  wou'd  wifh. 

LYSIMACHUS. 

You  greet  me  well. 
ESCANES. 

Our  veflel  is  of  Tyre,  our  bufmefs  here, 
implore  Diana's  aid  for  one  diftrefs'd  • 
And  fuch  an  one  as  in  his  happier  days 
Never  forgot  his  duty  to  the  gods 
Nor  let  th'  afflicted  fue  to  him  in  vain. 

LYSIMACHUS. 
And  may  me  prove  propitious. 

VOL.  II. 
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E  S  C  A  N  E  S. 

Sir,   we  thank  you  5 

And  further  wou'd  intreat  that  for  our  gold, 
Your  people  may  fupply  us   with  provifions, 
Whereof  we  are  not  deflitute  for  want, 
But  weary  for  the  ilalenefs. 

LYSIMACHUS. 

'Tis  a  courtefy 

Which  if  weihou'd  deny,  the  moft  juil'gods 
For  every  graft  wou'd  fend  a  caterpillar, 
And  fo  inflift  our  province.   But  inform  me, 
Who  is  that  melancholy  genileman. 

E  S  C  AN  E  S. 

He  is  of  note  (I  may  reveal  no  more) 
And  was  a  goodly  perfon,  ere  difafters, 
Too  great  for  human  fufFrance,   funk  him  thus. 

LYSIMACHUS. 
Upon  what  ground  is  his  diftemperance  ? 

E  S  C  AN  E  S. 

It  would  be  now  too  tedious  to  repeat ; 
But  his  main  grief  fprings  from  the  timelefs  lofs 
Of  a  beloved  wife  and  only  child. 

LYSIMACHUS. 
Good  Sir,  all  hail:  the  gods  preferve  you,  hail. 

E  S  C  AN  E  S. 

'Tis  all  in  vain,  my  lord  ;  he  will  not  fpeak 
To  any  one,  nortakes  he  fuftenance 
But  to  prolong  his  grief. 

LYSIMACHUS. 

Yet  1  durft  wager, 

We  have  a  maid  in  Fphefus  wou'd  win 
Some  words  from  him. 

T  H  A  I  S  A, 
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T  H  A  I  S  A. 

'Tis  well  bethought,  my  lord. 
She,  queftionlefs,  with  her  fweet  harmony, 
And  other  choice  attractions,    would  allure  him, 
And  melt  his  fix'd  refoives  :   me  is  molt  happy 
In  form  and  utt'rance. 

LYSIMACHUS. 

Say,  we   wifh  to  fee  her. 

[Exit  GENTLEMAN. 
E  S  C  A  NE  S. 

Sure  all's  effefllefs :  yet  we'll  omit  nothing 
That  bears  recov'ry's  name. 

Enter  MARINA. 
LYSIMACHUS. 

This  is  the  virgin. 
Thrice  welcome,  fair  one. 

E  S  C  A  N  £  s. 

She's  a  gallant  lady. 
LYSIMACHUS. 
Lovely  phyfician  of  diftemper'd  minds, 
We  did  fend  for  thee  to  exert  thy  fkill, 
And  matchlefs  goodnefs  on  a  noble  patient ; 
View  this  majeftick  ruin,  and  then  judge    ' 
By  what  remains  how  excellent  a  pile 
Grief  hath  defac'd  :    abfent  to  all  things  elfe, 
And  felf  refign'dto  filence  and  defpair* 
See,    he  appears  his  own  fad  monument. 
Now,  if  thy  heav'nly  art,  fo  profperous 
In  all  attempts,  can  win  him  to  attention, 
And  draw  him  but  to  anfwerthee  in  aught ; 
Thy  facred  phyfick  (hall  receive  fuch  thanks 
As  thy  defires  can  wiih. 
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MARINA. 

You  over-rate  me. 

Bat  I  willufe  my  uttermoft  endeavours 
For  his  recovery. 

T  H  A  I  S  A. 
Succeed  them,  heaven  !  ^ 
\Vhat  ftrange  unlikelihood  afTaults  my  mind ! 
My  wild,  ungovern'd  fancy  wou'd  perfuade 
TvTy  memory  to  find  fome  traces  there, 
In  that  marr'd  face,  yet  unobliterated, 
Of  my  long  dead,  long  drowned  Pericles.    [A/Me. 

LYSIMACHUS. 
Mark,  me  will  try  the  force  of  mufick  firft. 

SONG. 

MARINA. 
Let  thofe  who  are  in  favour  with  their  ft ars, 

Ofpublick  honour  and  proud  titles  boa/}', 
While  we  whom  fortune  offuch  triumph  bars, 

Seek  joy  in  virtue  that  we  honour  moft. 
Great  princes  favourites  their  fair  leaves fpread, 

But  as  the  marygold  at  thejuns  tye; 
While  ruin  in  their  pride  but  hides  its  head: 
For  at  a  frown  their  fiatt' ring  glories  die. 
<rhepainfulwarriorfamoufedforfght, 
dfter  a  thoufand  victories  once  foiid. 
Is  from  the  book  of  honour  razed  quite, 
And  all  the  reft  forgot  for  which  he  toil  d, 

Then  let  us  bear  the  malice  of  ourftars, 
And  make  our  noble  fufferance  our  boaft ', 

tfho*  fortune  ev'ry  other  triumph  bars, 
Seek  joy  in  virtue  that  we  honour  moft. 

T  H  A  I  S  A, 
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T  H  A  I  S  A. 

Mark'd  he  your  mufick  ? 

MARINA. 

No,  nor  look'd  upon  me. 
LYSIMACHUS. 
She'll  fpeak  to  him. 

MARINA. 

Sir,  lend  me  your  attention^' 
And  behold  me.     Indeed  I  am  a  maid 
Who  ne'er  before  invited  ears  or  eyes ; 
But  have  been  fought  to  like  an  oracle, 
And  gaz'd  on  like  a  comet.     Sir,  me  {peaks, 
Who,  may  be,  hath  endur'd  calamities 
Might  equal  yours,  if  both  were  juilly  weigh'd  — 
Alas !  he  heeds  me  not.     I  wou'dgive  o'er, 
Butfomething  whifpers  in  my  ear,  go  on. 

PERICLES. 

What  fyren  have  they  found  to  force  attention  ? 
I'll  fteal  a  look,  but  not  a  word  mail  'fcape 
From  forth  my  lips.  —  [Rt/es.]  O  you  immortal  gods! 

MARINA. 

Why  do  you  gaze  fo  eagerly  upon  me  ? 
Why  fpreads  that  burning  crimfon  o'er  your  face 
But  now  fo  pale  ?  If  you  did  know  me,   fir, . 
Youwou'd  not  do  me  harm. 

PERICLES. 

I  do  believe  thee. 

Nay,  turn  thy  eyes  upon  me  -  O  how  like  — 
Such  things  I've  heard  -inform  me  whatthou  art. 

MARINA.    . 
I  am  what  I  appear,  a  fimple  maid. 
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PERICLES. 

My  long  pent  forrow  rages  for  a  vent, 
And  will  o'erflow  in  tears.     Such  was  my  wife, 
Andfuch  an  one  my  daughter  might  have  been. 
My  queen's  fquare  brows,  herftature  to  an  inch, 
As  wand-like  ftraight,  as  filver  voic'd,  her  eyes 
As  jewels  like,  in  pace  another  Juno: 
And  then,  like  her,  me  ftarves  the  ears  me  feeds, 
And  makes  them  crave  the  more,  the  more  (he  ipeaks. 
Where  were  you  born?    and  how  did  you  atchieve 
Endowments,  that  you  make  more  rich  by  owning '? 

MARINA. 

If  I  ihou'd  tell  my  ilory  it  wou'd  feem 
Like  lyes,  difdaining  the  difguifeof  truth, 
And  found  in  the  reporting. 

PERICLES. 

Prithee,  fpeak. 

Thou  feem1  fla  palace  forcrown'd  truth  to  dwell  in  : 
No  faHhood  can  come  from  thee.     Sweet,  begin, 
And  I  will  make  my  fenfes  to  give  credit 
To  points  that  feem  impofiible.     I  think, 
Thou  faid'lt  thou  had'H  been  tofs'd  from  wrong  to 

wrong, 

Andthatthouthought'iUhygriefsmightequalrnine, 
If  both  wereopen'd. 

MARINA. 

Some  fuch  thing  I  faid, 
Andfaid  no  more  than  what  I  thought  was  likely. 

PER   1C  L  E  S. 

Rehearfe  what  thou  haft  borne  :  if  that  confider'd 
Prove  but  the  thoufandth  part  of  my  endurance, 
I  will  forego  my  lex,   thou  art  a  man, 
And  I  have  fufrer'd  like  a  girl.     Yet  thou 
Pofl  look  like  patience,  gazing  on  kings  graves, 
And  wooing  with  herfmiles  refolv'd  extremity, 

To 
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To  fpare  himfelf,  and  wait  a  better  day. 

My  moft  kind  virgin,  come  and  fit  down  by  me. 

Recount,  I  do  beieech  thee,  what's  thy  name, 

MARINA. 
My  name,  fir,  is  Marina. 

PERICLES,  rifing. 
PER  ICLES. 

O!  I'mmock'd, 

And  thou  byfome  incenfedgodfent  hither, 
To  make  the  world  laugh  at  me. 
MARINA. 

Nay,  have  patience, 
Or  here.  I'll  ceafe. 

PERICLES. 

I  will,  I  will  have  patience. 
MARINA. 
That  name  was  giv'n  me  by  a  king  and  father. 

PERICLES. 
How!  a  king's  daughter  too!  and  called  Marina  I 

MARINA. 

Did  you  not  fay  you  wou'd  believe  me,  fir? 
But  not  to  be  a  troubler  of  your  peace, 
I  will  end  here. 

PERICLES. 
But  are  you  flefh  and  blood  ? 
Have  you  a  working  pulfe?  are  you  no  fpirit?  — 
Subftanceand  motion  --Well,  wherewereypu  born? 
And  wherefore  call'd  Marina? 

MARINA. 

I  was  born 
At  fea,  and  from  that  circumftance  fo  nam'd. 
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PERICLES. 

Hold,  hold  awhile.     This  is  the  rareft  dream, 
That  e'er  dull  deep  did  mock  fad  fool  withal. 
How  fhou'd  this  be  my  child  ? — buried  and  here, 
Living  and  dead  at  once—it  cannot  be. 

MARINA. 
'Twere  beft  I  did  give  o'er. 

PERICLES. 

Yet  give  me  leave. 
Where  were  you  bred  ?  how  came  you  to  the  feparts  ? 

MARINA. 

The  king,  my  father,  did  in  Tharfus  leave  me, 
Till  Philoten,  the  queen,  fought  to  deftroy  me; 
And  having  won  a  villain  to  attempt  it, 
A  crew  of  pirates  came  and  refcu'd  me, 
Who  brought  me  here. 

PERICLES. 

You  gods!  if  I'm  deceiv'd 
Ne'er  let  me  wake  again  -  Marina!— O  ! 

[Tahs  her  hand. 

MARINA. 
Why  do  you  wring  my  wrift  ?  where  wou'd  you  draw 

me? 

Why  do  you  weep,  good  fir  ?  what  moves  you  thus  ? 
In  focth,  I'mnoimpoilor,  but  the  daughter 
Of  good  king  Pericles. 

PERICLE  S. 

I'll  praife  the  gods, 

Their  power  and  goodnefs,  ever  while  I  breathe. 
I've  been  a  finful  man  ;  but  from  this  hour, 
In  darknefs  anddiftrefs  I'll  wait  their  mercy, 
And  ne'er  diftruft  them  more. 

T  H  A  I  S  A. 
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T  H  A  I  S  A. 

You  mighty  gods! 

Whofe  boundlefs  goodnefs  ftiil  delights  to  triumph 
O'er  our  demerits  and  confirm'ddefpair, 
And  evidence  the  wifdom  of  your  counfels, 
By  mewing  man  the  folly  of  his  ^nvn  ; 
What  are  you  doing  now  to  rai&  our  winder! 
That  voice  and  perfon  grow  familiar^  me. 
Doth  my  lord  live!  hath  Pericles  a  daughter ! 
It  cannot,  cannot  be.     Then  who  are  thefe? 
I'm  deeply  int'refted,  yet  know  not  how. 
Some  god,  inftrudt  me  what  to  hope  or  fear, 
To  afk  or  deprecate.     Stupid  amazement 
Obflrudlsmypowers— when  will  thefe  clouds  difperfe, 
And  day  break  in  on  my  benighted  mind  ? 

PERICLES. 
But  one  thing  more :  tel  1  me,  who  was  thy  mother  ? 

MARINA. 
She  was  the  daughter  of  the  king  of  Cyprus. 

T  H  A  I  S  A. 
O  let  me  hear  the  reft. 

MARINA. 

Her  name  Thaifa: 

Who,  as.Lychorida  oft  told  me  weeping, 
Did  end  the  very  moment  I  began. 
PERICLES. 
You  gods !  you  gods !  your  prefentkindnefs  makes 

All  my  pail  mis'riesfport 

I'm  Pericles  of  Tyre. 

MARINA. 

My  royal  father!  — 

[Knee Is  ;  he  raifes  her. 
T  H  A  I  S  A. 
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T  H  A  I  S  A. 

You  gracious  gods!  if  now  you  take  me  hence, 

I  mall  not  tafte  the  joys  of  your  elyfium.      [Faints. 

LYSIMACHUS. 
What"!  ho!  help  here:  the  holy  prieflefs  dies. 

MARINA. 
The  heavenly  powers  forbid. 

LYSIMACHUS. 

She  did  obferve 

The  progrefs  of  this  ftrange  difcovery, 
Withilrong  emotions  and  unufual  transports. 

PERICLES. 
I  pray  who  is  this  lady  ? 

LYSIMACHUS. 
A  miracle  of  goodnefs,  fent  by  heav'n 
To  make  this  land  mod  happy.     In  her  bloom, 
After  a  tempeft,  in  the  which  'twas  thought 
All  her  companions  perifh'd,  me  was  call 
Here  on  our  coaft. 

PERICLES. 
Near  it  I  loft  the  mother 
Of  my  Marina. 

T  H  A  I  S  A. 
Hark,  what  mulick's  that ! 

PERICLES. 

Thefe  very  hands  did  caftintothofe  feas 
The  treaiureof  my  foul. 

T  H  A  I  S  A. 

I  know  it  now: 

It  is  the  harmony  the  fpheres  do  make — 

Nay  do  not  weep — I  am  but  overjoy'd— 
I  fhall  recover  ftraight. 

PERICLES. 
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PERICLES. 

Pray,  how  long  fmce 
Was  this  ftrange  chance  you  fpeak  of? 
LYSIMACHUS. 

'Tis,  I've  heard, 

About  as  many  years  as  your  fair  daughter 
Seems  to  be  old. 

PERICLES. 
I  do  begin  tocloat; 

And  yet  the  gods  are  mighty  as  they're  good. 
How  was  (he  found  ? 

LYSIMACHUS. 

Clofe  in  a  failor's  coffer. 

She  feem'd  a  breathlefo  corpfe  ;  but  my  good  father, 
(Now  with  the  gods)  by  his  fuperior  fkill 
Did  find  it  was  not  fo,  and  by  his  art, 
Which  equalled  his  humanity,  reftor'd  her 
To  health  and  vigour. 

T  H  A  I  S  A. 

Where,  O  where's  my  lord  ? 
PERICLES. 
Thaifa's  voice! 

T  H  A  I  S  A. 
Yet  let  me  look  again  : 
If  he  be  none  of  mine,  myfan&ity 

Shall  guard  meftill  from  his  licentious  touch 

I'll  none  but  Pericles. 

PERICLES. 

Her  face,  her  ftature, 

That  beauty  that  nor  time  nor  grief  cou'd  change — 
It  is,  it  can  be,  none  but  my  Thaifa. 

T  H  A  I  S  A. 
But  dare  <ve  truil  ?— — 

PERICLES. 
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PERICLES. 

By  Jove,  Pd  not  be  kept 
A  moment  longer  abfent  from  thy  bofom, 
Tho'  I  were  fure  as  I  did  prefs  thy  lips, 
My  high  wrought  fpirits  wou'd  d'iffolve  to  air, 
And  leave  me  cold  and  lifelefs  in  thy  arms. 

T  H   A  I  S  A. 

You  fons  and  daughters  of  adverfity, 
Preferve  your  innocence,  and  each  light  grief 
(So  bounteous  are  the  gods  to  thofe  who  fer  v  e  them) 
Shall  be  rewarded  with  ten  thoufand  joys. 

MARINA. 

My  heart  bounds  in  me,  and  wou'd  fain  be  gone 
Into  my  mother's  bofom. 

PERICLES. 

See  who  kneels  there,   thy  child  and  mine,  Thaifa, 
Bought  almoil  with  thy  life. 

T  H  A  I  S  A. 

And  cheaply  purchas'd. 
Bleli  and  my  own !   thou  mak'ft  my  joy  compleat. 

E  S  C  A  N  E  S. 
Hail,  royal  mafter. 

L  Y  S  I  M  A  C  H  U  S. 

Happy  monarch,  hail. 
PERICLES. 

O  good  Efcanes,  ftrike  me,  noble  fir, 
Give  me  a  gafh,  put  me  to  prefent  pain  ; 
Left  this  great  fea  of  joy  rufhing  upon  me, 
O'erbear  the  bounds  of  frail  mortality, 
And  fweetnefs  be  my  bane.     O  come,  come  both  : 
Thou  -whom  the  boundlefs  ocean  gave  me  back, 
O  let  me  bury  thee  a  fecond  time, 
And  hide  thee  in  my  heart  j  and  thou  who  gav'jft 

Him 
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Him  life  who  did  beget  thee,  come  thou  too  : 
There's  endlefs  ipace,  and  as  replete  with  love_ 
As  the  oreat  deep  with  waters.     Wou'd  our  voices 
Rife  wi°tH  our  thoughts,  we'd  thank  the  holy  gods 
As  loud  as  their  high  thunder  threaten'd  us, 
When  thou  waft  born,  and  thou  did'ilfeem  to  die. 
This  tribute  paid  not  to  our  will  but  power, 
I  do  refolve  for  Tharfus  ;  there  to  ilrike 
Th'  inhofpitable  queen. 

L  Y  S  I  M  A  C  H  U  S. 

I  have  advice, 

My  lord,  that  flie  is  flain  by  Leonine, 
One  who  was  poifon'd  by  her. 

MARINA. 

That's  the  wrttch 
She  hir'd  to  murder  me. 

L  Y  S  I  M  A  C  H  U  S. 
'Tis  added  too, 

She  dy'd  in  evil  fame  and  unlamented. 
Then,  mighty  fir,  repofe  yourfelf  awhile 
After  your  weary  griefs,  and  make  our  court 
Proud  with  your  prefence. 

PERICLES. 

You're  a  noble  hoft, 

And  fue  to  purchafe  trouble  with  expence ; 
Enjoy  thy  wilh. 

LYSIMACHUS. 
Herein  I'm  highly  honour'd. 
But,  royal  fir,  I've  yet  a  bolder  fuit. 

PERICLES. 

Your  princely  fire  preferv'd  Thaifa's  life, 
And  you  are  mailer  of  as  gracious  parts 
Jn  mind  and  form,  as  any  I  e'er  noted  ; 
You  (hall  prevail,  be  it  to  wooe  my  daughter. 

L  Y  S  I- 
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LYSIMACHUS. 
Thanks,  royal  fir.     If  fhe  accept  my  vows, 
I  am  the  very  happieft  of  mankind. 

T  H  A  I  S  A. 

And  flic,  fweet  maid,  moft  happily  befrow'd. 
O  my  dear  lord,    he  has  been  noble  to  her; 
But  that  and  all  we've  prov'd  fmce  our  fad  parting, 
We  will  rehearfe  at  leifure.     I  have  had 
From  fure  intelligence  the  heavy  news 
Of  my  good  father's  death,    and  that  our  fubjeds 
In  peace  and  loyalty  do  wait  our  coming. 

PERICLES. 
Heav'n  make  a  ftar  of  him.     Yet  here,  my  queen, 

f  ".celebrate  their  nuptials ;  and  ourfelves 
Will  in  fair  Cyprus  fpend  our  future  days, 
And  to  our  children  leave  the  crown  of  'Tyre. 

To  caft  new  lighten  truth,  in  us  is  feen, 
Tho'  long  aflail'd  with  fortunes  fierce  and  keen, 
Virtue  preferv'd  from  fell  deltruftion's  blaft, 
Led  on  by  heav'n,  and  crovvn'd  with  joy  at  la  ft. 


THE     END. 


EPILOGUE. 

Tf/HE  N  to  a  future  race  the  frcfcnt  days 

*         Shall  be  the  theme  of  cen/ure  or  of  prc.lfs, 

When  they  Jballblame  what' swrong,what's  right  alkw, 

Juft  as  you  treat  your  own  fore -fathers  now, 

Pm  thinking  what  a  fgure  you  will  make, 

No  tight  concern,  ftrs,    where  your  fame  s  at  fake. 

I  hope  we  need  not  urge  your  country's  cauje, 

You  II guard  her  glory,  and  o/ert  her  laws, 

Nor  force  your  ruin  d  race,   mad  with  their  pains, 

To  curfe  you  as  the  authors  of  their  chains. 

We  dare  not  think,  we  wou\d  not  fear,  you  will'* 

For  Britons,  though  provoFJ,    are  Britons////* 

Yet  let  not  this  kind  caution  give  offence  : 

The  fure/}  friend  to  liberty  isfenje. 

How  that  declines  the  drooping  arts  declare  ; 

Are  your  diverjions  what  v  our  fa  f  hers  wsre  ? 

At  mafquerades,  your  nuijjfam  to  difplay, 

You  make  the  ftupid  farce  for  which  you  pay. 

Mufick  itfelfmay  be  too  dearly  bought, 

Nor  was  it  fure  dejign'dto  banijh  thought. 

But,  firs,   whate'eSs  your  fate  in  future  ftory, 

Well  have  the  Britifh /^/r /m<rV  their  glory. 

When  worfe  than  barbarifm  had  funk  jour  tafle, 

When  nothing  plea?  d  but  what  laid  virtue  wajle* 

A  facred  band,  determined,  wife,  and  good, 

They  jointly  rofe  to  flop  tliexotick  flood, 

And/trove  to  wake,    fy  Shakefpeare'/  nervous  laysy 

The  manly  genius  of  Eliza's  days. 

Be  it  an  omen  of  returning  fenfe, 
Others  adopt  ourjoftnefs  and  expence  : 
Well  pleas' dfuch  barmkfs  infults  we  may  bear, 
Thofe  follies  loft  we've  numbers  yet  to /pare ; 

Unqueftion* d  let  'em  rob  us  of  our  jhamc * 

We  need  lut  afi  our  treajure  and  our  fame. 


E     L     ME     RICK: 

OR, 
JUSTICE     TRIUMPHANT. 
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T  O    H  I  S 


ROYAL     HIGHNESS 


THE  PRINCE  OF  WALES, 


S  I  R, 


H  E  author  of  thefe  fcenes  always 
JL  propofed  to  do  himfelf  the  honour 
of  addreffing  them  to  the  Prince  of 
Wales  :  and  when  he  perceived  himfelf 
juft  quitting  the  flage  of  this  life,  and 
retiring  beyond  the  reach  of  the  fmiles 
or  frowns  of  princes  \  his  veneration 
even  then  of  your  Royal  Highnefs's  ex 
alted  and  moft  amiable  qualities  was  fo 
intenfe  and  ftrong,  that  he  folemnly  en 
joined  me  to  perform  this  duty  for  him* 
For  as  he  was  always  remarkably  de- 
K  2  voted 
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voted  to  the  caufe  of  liberty  and  jufticc, 
(for  the  advancement  of  which  the  fol 
lowing  piece  was  written)  he  thought  it 
would  be  a  kind  of  injury,  not  to  confe- 
crate  it  to  the  mod  illuftrious  patron  of 
juftice,  heroick  virtue,  and  the  rights  of 
mankind.  Your  Royal  Highnefs's  great 
condeicenfion  in  permitting  me  to  execute 
the  will  of  my  departed  friend,  and  in 
patronizing  his  orphan  play,  is  a  circum- 
itance  that  is  very  glorious  to  him,  and 
gives  a  fanction  to  his  fame. 

All  true  Englimmen  in  general,  as 
well  as  the  friends  of  Mr.  Lillo  in  parti 
cular,  have  great  reafon  to  congratulate 
one  another  on  the  protection  which  your 
Royal  Highnefs  was  gracioufly  pleaied  to 
afford  this  piece  during  the  performance 
of  it :  for  to  fee  the  heir  apparent  of  thefe 
kingdoms  fo  generoufly  countenancing  a 
tragedy,  in  which  the  character  of  a  righ- 
teousjdng,  who  founds  all  his  glory  on 
the  liberty  and  happinefs  of  his  fubjects, 
is  drawn  in  fuch  llrong  and  lively  colours, 

muft 
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muft  give  a  very  fenfibje  pleafure  to  ths 
whole  nation ;  it  ferves  to  keep  alive  the 
hopes  which  the  pubjick  has  long  fmce 
conceived,  and  is  an  undoubted  pledge  of 
many  future  blefungs  irooi  your  aufpi- 
cious  influence. 

Your  elegancy  of  taile,  and  illuftrious 
virtues  render  you  the  mod  generous  pro- 
teftor  and  the  nobleft  theme  of  all  who 
cultivate  the  politer  arts ;  as  the  conti 
nual  overflowings  of  your  bounty  towards 
all  objeds  of  diftreis  daily  endear  you 
toeyery  Jieart  that  has  any  feelings-'  of 
humanity :  this  your  princely  heavenly 
cfiipofition  is  univerfally  felt  and  acknow 
ledged,  and  confidered  with  all  its  cir- 
cumftances  without  a  parallel. 

That  your  Royal  Highnefs  may  long 
continue  the  ^munificent  encourager  of 
arts  and  letters,  an  example  to  princes 
of  public  fpiritednefs,  humanity,  and 
condefcenfion,  is  the  ardent  wim  of  every 
honeft  Briton  :  for  notwithftanding  all 
K  3  our 
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our  divifions,  the  voice  of  the  whole  na 
tion  is  unanimous  in  praying  for  your  life, 
honour,  and  profperity :  and  this  we 
iliould  do  from  motives  of  intereft  and 
V  ielf-love,  were  we  not  impelled  to  it  by 
gratitude  and  duty.  I  am, 


SIR, 

Your  Royal  Highnefs's 
Mofl  devoted 

Humble  fervant, 


JOHN  GRAY. 


y 


PROLOGUE. 

Spoken    by    Mr.    Q_U  I  N. 


rO  labour*  dfcenes  to  night  adorn  cur  ft  age, 

Lillo's  plain  fenfe  wou'd  here  the  heart  engage. 
He  knew  no  art,  no  rule  ;   but  warmly  thought 
From  paffions  force,  and  as  he  felt  he  wrote. 
His  BARN  WELL  once  nocritick's  tejl  could  bear, 
Yet  from  each  eyeftill  draws  the  natural  tear. 
With  generous  candour  hear  his  latejt  ftrains, 
And  let  kind  pity  Jhelter  his  remains. 
Depreft  'by  want, '  affKRed  by  difeafe, 
Dying  he  wrote,  and  dying  wijh'd  to  pleafe. 
'  Oh  may  that  wifo  be  now  humanely  paid, 
'  And  no  harjh  critic  <vex  hi s gentle  Jh ad e. 
rfis  yours  his  unfupported fame  tofave, 
bid  one  laurel  grace  his  humble  grave. 


|C  4  DRAMATIS 


DRAMATIS    PE  R  s  o  N  M.. 


ME  N. 

ANDREW  II.  king  of  Hu n gary  :  -Y 

commonly  called  Andrew  of  I  Mr.  Mills. 

Jerufalem.  J 

CONRADE,  prince  of  Moravia.  Mr. 

ELMERICK.  Mr.  Quin. 

BATHORI,  father  to  Ifmena.       .  Mr.  Wright. 

BELUS,  fecretary  to  Elmerick.  Mr.  Winftone. 

WOMEN. 

MATILDA,  queen  of  Hungary.       Mrs.But/er. 
ISMENA,  wife  to  Elmerick.  Mrs.  Mills. 


attendant  on  the  1      »*•/•  n 
queen.  |     *&&£*** 

Lords,  Deputies,  and  Guards, 
SCENE    the  Kings  Palace  at  BifDA. 
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ACT    I.    SCENE    I. 
ISMENA'S  Apartment  in  ELMERICK'J  Houfe. 

ISMENA*/^. 

WH  EN  we  areblefs'd  even  to  our  utmoil  wi(h>t  A^' 
Is  it  the  nature  of  the  refllefs  mind 
To  work^its^owndifquiet,   and  extraft 
Pain  from  delight?  O  Elrnerick!  my  life, 
My  lord,  my  hufband!    when  I  count  with  tranfport 
Thy  amiable  virtues,  when  I  think 
How  fair  a  treafure  I  poffefs  in  thee, 
I'm  loft  in  fcenes  of  fofc,  bewild'ring  blifs; 
Yet  fear,.  . I  know  not  why,  fome  fatal  cjjange 
May  rob -xneaf  my  happinefs. 

Enter  BATHORI. 
B  A  T  HO-RI. 
So  melancholy,  and  alone,  my  daughter! 

.1  S  M  E  N  A. 
My  lord  is  with  fome  nobles  of  the  flates. 

BATHORI. 

You  mou'd  remember  'tis  the  greateft  honour 
To  be  fo  oft  confulted,  fo  rever'd 
By  men  who  ftand  the  foremoft  in  their  country,, 

I  S  M  E  N  A. 

Remember  too,  how  dear  a  facrifke 
My  Elmerick  made,  when  he  forfook  retreat, 
And  chang'd  our  folid  peace  for  courts  and  fenatcs* 
We  knew  no  want,  no  avarice,  no  ambition  : 

la- 
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Intruding  bufmefs  and  corroding  cares, 

Though  hid  beneath  the  pomp  of  wealth  and  power, 

Mull  take  from  our  felicity ;  who  find, 

Each  in  the  other,  what  the  world  befides 

Is  much  too  poor  to  give. 

B  A  T  H  O  R  I. 

You  miift  not  weigh 

Your  fmgle  quiet  with  the  good  of  millions. 
Your  noble  hufband's  rank  and  high  abilities 
Have  deflin'd  him  the  fervant  of  his  country : 
For  Elmerick  has  every~gTft of  '"heaven 
That  renders  publick  care  a  debt  to  virtue, 
And  foft  retirement  poor,  unmanly  bafenefs. 

I  S  M  E  N  A. 

Still  you  forget  the  graces  that  have  made 
Your  only  child,  your  lov'd  Ifmena,  happy. 

B  A  T  H  O  R  I . 

Thou  deareft  comfort  of  thy  father's  age! 
My  heart  is  pleas'd  that  thou  art  mindful  of  them. 
Your  well  plac'd  love,  this  tender  gratitude, 
Are  proofs  you  merit,  what  youjuftly  boaftof, 
To  have  the  hand  and  heart,  to  be  the  wife 
Of  Elmerick— I  cannot  praife  thee  higher. 

I  S  M  E  N  A. 

The  highefl  praife  my  vaineft  wim  afpires  to, 
Is  that  my  ardent  love  bears  fome  proportion 
To  its  exalted  objecl. 

B  A  T  H  O  R  I. 

Both  are  happy ; 

And  heaven  preferveyou  fo !— i  judge  that  now 
The  ftates  may  be  afTembling  in  the  palace, 
As  fummon'd  by  the  king.     He  has  not  met  them 
Since  they  elected  Elmerick  their  palatine, 
Purfuant  to  the  grant  he  gave  his  people. 

He 
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He  means  this  morning  to  appoint  a  regent, 
Then  to  fet  forth  forPaleftine. 

I  S  M  E  N  A. 

What  dangers 
He  generouily  meets ! 

B  A  T  H  O  R  I. 

For  me,  I  own, 

I  ne'er  approv'd  this  rafh,  romantick  war, 
Beo-ot  by  hot-brain'd  bigots,  and  fomented 
By^the  intrigues  of  proud,  defigning  priefts. 
All  ages  have  their  madnefs,  this  is  ours. 
The  lung  i§.  vyife,  benevolent  and  brave,       \/ 
But  covetous  of  glory  to  excefs ; 
And  if  tie'fteer  amifs,   'lis.in .a  torrent 
That  bears  down  all  before  it. 

I  S  M  E  N  A. 

His  fair  queen, 
No  doubt,  will  greatly  mourn  fo  long  an  abfence. 

B  A  T  H  O  R  I. 

Perhaps  me  may.— Yet— I  cou'd  wifti,  Ifmena, 
(I  fpeak  in  confidence  and  with  concern) 
The  queen  were  wife,  and  gentle  like  thyfelf. 

I  S  M  E  N  A. 

My  place  and  near  attendance  on  her  perfon 
Have  given  me  means  to  know  her,  and  'tis  fure, 
To  nature  none  owes  more.      , 

B  A  T  H  O  RI. 

Yes,  I  confefs, 

Matilda  wants  not  charms,  iharp  female  wit, 
And  dignity  of  form;  but  her  warm  paflions, 
And  the  wild  eagernefs  with  which  (he  follows 
Each  guft  of  inclination,  may,  I  fear, 
Prove  dangerous  to  herfelf,    the  king  and  realm. 

1  S  M  E  N  A. 


I4P          ELMERICK. 

I  S  M  E  N  A. 

petraftion  cannot  fay  me  e'er  tranfgrefs'd 
The  ftridleft  bounds  of  virtue. 

B  A  T  H  O  R  I. 

Sappofe  her  chafte,  'tis  pride,  not  virtue  in  her. 
Can  fhe  be  virtuous,  who  beheld  unmoyM 
The  treacherous  arts  of  her  licencious  brother 
To  tempt  your  virgin  honour,  while  he  ftay'd 
To  grace  his  fitter's  nuptials,  and  ihia'd  Buda 
With  his  Moravian  riot? 

I  S  M  E  N  A. 
Ireveal'd 

Her  thoughtlefs  conduct,  which  indeed  amaz'd  me, 
Only  to  you,  my  father.  -  Let  it  die  : 
Be  all  her  errors  mended  and  forgot, 
Her  worth  improv'd  and  honour'd. 
B  A  T  H  O  R  I. 

Nay,  I  wifh  it : 

Wou  d  I  cou'd  add,  with  truth,  I  hop'd  it  too!— 
Thou  dearelt  pleafure  qf  my  ebbing  life, 
With  thee  converfmg,  I  forgot  the°hours 
Were  paffing  on  - 1  go :  the  flates  demand  me. 

[  Exeunt  jeparaiclj . 

SCENE    II. 
The  Jjtmljy  of  the  States. 

FIRST      LORD. 

That  the  king  means  this  day  to  join  the  army 
Is  then  no  lunger  doubted  ? 

£  L  M  E  R  I  C  K. 

No,  my  lord. 


FIRST 
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FIRST      LORD. 
May  health  and  fafety  wait  upon  his  perfon  !     • 

SECOND     LORD. 

May  fortune  never  crofs  his  generous  labours,, 
But  vidory  and  triumph  bring  him  home! 

E  L  M  E  R  I  C  K. 

So  pleafe  juft  heaven  !  'tis  the  devouteil  vvifh 
Of  every  honeii  heart  in  Hungary. 

To  them  enter  Ki  NO,  B  AT  H  o  R  I ,  Attendants. 
KING  taking  a  feat  cf  ft  ate. 

KING. 

You  nobles,  and  you  deputies  of  Hungary, 
And  you  confederate  flates  that  own  our  icepter, 
Know,  I  this  day  depart  for  Paleftine  : 
Where  like  a  mourning  matron,   by  her  fons 
Neglected  or  forgot  in  her  diftrefs, 
Lies  facred  Sion,  captiv'd  and  profan'd. 
But  ere  I  name  the  regent  of  my  kingdoms, 
Which  you  mall  wimefs,   and,  I  trull,  applaud; 
I  greet,  with  heart-felt  joy,  your  wife  election 
Of  Elmerick,    firfl  palatine  of  Hungary.: 
The  confervator  of  your  laws  and  rights, 
Guardian  of  liberty,  and  judge  of  poyver. 
His  manly  virtues  anfwer  my  big  thought, 
And  give"fuTl  vigour  to  the  awful  title  : 
Wifdom  confummatein  the  fire  of  youth, 
Thehardieft  valour  join'd  with  foft  compaffion,, 
And  jultice  never  to  be "bribMor  aw'd — 

ELMERICK. 

My  life's  poor  labours  never  can  deferve 
My  country's  favour,  or  my  fov'reign's  praife. 
And,  O  perpetual  fource  of  bounteous  virtue, 
Who  but  a  king,  whofe  wide  expanding  heart 

i          FeeU 
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Feels  a  whole  people's  blifs,  humanely  great, 
Wifely  ambitious,  ere,  benignant,   plan'd, 
In  his  high  foaring  thought,   fo  large  a  gift; 
Gave  to  a  fubjeft  right  to  judge  his  afts, 
And  fay  to  fov'reign  power  — here  (halt  thou  Hay? 

KING. 

What  we  have  thought  of  regal  government, 
Its  bounds  and  end,  I  hope  our  reign  has  witnefs'd. 
To  make  a  people  wretched,  to  entail 
The  curfe  of  bondage  on  their  drooping  race, 
Can  add  no'joy  to  fenfe,   can  fopth  no  paffiort 
That  hath  its  feat  .in. nature — may  reproach  . 
Sound  through  the  loathing  world  his  guilty  name 
Who  dares  attempt  it  -  what  can  be  his  motive, 
Whom  long  defcent,  or  a  free  people's  love, 
Has  raia'd  an  earthly  God,   foto  degrade 

Himfelf,   and  take  the  office  of  a  fiend  ! 

Too  foul  miftake!— Let  me  afpire  to  glory 

By  glorious  means !  to  have  my  reign  illuftrious, 

The  themeofloud-tongued  fame  andechoingnations, 

May  it  give  birth  to  an  eternal  sera, 

And  beriie happy  date  when  publick  liberty 

Receiv'd  its  laft  perfedion  ! 

B  AT  H  OR  I. 

Matchlefs  king! 
How  (hall  thy  fubjefts  pay  this  God-like  gift  I 

KING, 

Defend  it  as  your  lives— faid  I  your  lives? 
That's  poor,    and  far  unworthy  its  importance  ; 
Defend  it  as  you  wou'd  your  fame  and  virtue. 
And  if,  hereafter,  fome  illjudging  monarch 
Invade  your  rights  with  bold  oppreffive  power  ; 
Under  the  conduct  of  your  palatine,  ^ 
Repel  by  legal  force  the  known  injuftice, 
And  place  the  facred  crown  of  holy  Stephen, 

Thus 
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Thus  forfeited  andimpioufly  profan'd, 
On  fome  more  worthy  head.     [Paufes]-A\l  graci 
ous  heaven  ! 

AfTedion  melts  their  hearts  -  there's  not  an  eye 
But  fwells  with  tears  in  all  this  great  aflembly.  _ 
The  aaive  warmth  of  youth,   the  cool  experience 
Of  venerable  age,  the  tfatefman's  wifdom, 
And  hardy  foldierVeourage,  overcome 
By  obligation,   melt  to  infant  foftnefs, 
And  fpeechlefs  tears. 

B  A  T  H  OR  1^ 
O  gracious  monarch! 
FIRST     LORD. 

Father ! 

ELMERICK. 
Glory,   and  guardian  angel  of  ourcountry  ! 

KING. 

Why,  let  the  envious  call  this  flattery, 
Unmanly  art!    to  which  unhappy  fiaves  ^ 

Are  forc'd  to  form  their  lips  -You  need  it  not • 

My  laft,  juft  care  has  made  it  ufelefs  to  you. 

ELMERICK. 

When  eratitude  overflows  the  fwelling  heart, 
And  breathes  in  free  and  uncorruptedpraife 
For  benefits  receiv'd ;   propitious  heaven 
Takes  fuch  acknowledgement  as  fragrant  incenfe, 
And  doubles  all  its  bleffings. 
KING. 

'Tis  enough 

The  powerful  theme  hadfvvay'd  my  glowing  thought 
From  the  important  bufinefs  of  this  day, 
Which  claims  your  high  attention— 1  mail  now 
Repofe  the  fov'reign  power  in  proper  hands, 
During  the  war  I  wage  in  PaleiUne. 

Ji  L.  M  £.  K. 
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E  L  M  E  R  I  C  K. 

May  heaven  direc!  your  choice ! 
For  what  is  law  more  than  the  breathlefs 
Of  fome  fall'n  hero,    fpiritlcfs  and  cold, 
To  be  difpos'd  anH  trampled  on  at  pleafure 
By  every  bold  offender;  unlefs  Iteady 
And  vig'rous  execution  give  ii  life. 

KING. 

*Tis  juftly  urg'd,   my  lord,  and  you  yourfelf 
Shall  in  my  abfence  guard  it  from  contempt  • 
By  vig'rous  execution.     Take  the  fword, 
And  bear  it  not  in  vain.— Shou'd  any  dare, 
Prefuming  on  their  birth  or  place  for  fafety, 
Difturb  my  fubjedts  peace  with  bold  injuilice; 
/   Let  no  consideration  hold  your  hand, 
AS  ~}rou  mail  anfwer  it  to  me  and  heaven  : 
Think  well  how  I  wou'd  act,   or  ought  to  aft, 
Were  I  in  peribn  here,  .and  do  it  for  me. 

E  L  M  E  R  I  C  K. 

-An  awful  trud,    my  liege,  and  flrongly  urg'd  : 
And  while  I  rule -your  realm,    fhou'd  fome   bold 

crime 

Demand  the  righteous  rigour  you  enjoin; 
May  heaven  deal  with  me,    as  I  mall  difcharge 
With  faithfulnefs  and  courage,  or  negleft,         . 
Through  treachery  or  fea*r,  the  painful  duty.  "** 

KING. 

Unblefs'd  a  king,  whofe  felf-reproaching  heart 
hi  e'er  calm  repofes  on  a  fubjcft's  virtue! 
Thank  heaven,    I  am  not  fuch  :  I  tafte  the  fafe, 
The  generous  joys  of  confidence  wellplac'd. 
With  you,    brave  Elmerick,   the  ftates  have  lodg'd 
Their  npbleft  right,   and  I  dare  truft  my  crown. 
But  there  is  yet  a  dearer,  tenderer  charge, 

And 
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And  let  me  recommend,  ere  I  difmifs  you, 

[Turning  to  the  fiat 'es. 

More  than  my  crown,   my  queen  to  your  affections*  V" 
I  go,    once  more,  to  take  my  laft  adieu, 
Then  lead  my  hallow'd  banners  to  the  eaft. 

\Exeunt* 

SCENE    III. 

QUEEN    AND   ZENOMIRA. 

QJJ  E  E  N. 

To  (loop  beneath  a  cqnftant  weight  of  cares 
To  purchafe  eafe  for  others  !— poor  and  fenfelefs  ! 
Injurious  tohimfelf,  and  bafe  to  me  ! 

Z  E  N  O  M  I  R  A. 
The  king  is  held  by  all  moft  wife  and  juft. 

QJJ  EE  N. 

For  me,  I  cannot  think  fo — then  this  ftart 
To  Paleftine,  this  warlike  pilgrimage, 
This  holy  madnefs  will  bear  no  excufe. 
Need  he  regard  whether  the  line  of  Baldwin, 
Or  Saladin,  be  victors  in  a  clime 
So  far  remote,  who  might  enjoy  repofe 
And  pleafure here?  I  tell  thee,  Zenomira, 
I  m  not,  by  far,   fo  happy,  as  Ifmcna. 
ForElmeiick,   the  theme  of  every  tongue, 
Can  love :  and  to  our  fex,  love  crowns  all  merit, 

ZENOMIRA. 
Madam,    the  king . 

QJJ  E  E  N. 

He  comes  to  take  his  leave.     Ungrateful  man ! 
He  ment^not  my  heart,    who  vainly  dares 
To  rate  his  pride  above  it.          [Exit  ZENOMIRA. 
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Enter  KING. 

KING. 

The  urgent  bufmefs  of  this  day,  Matilda, 
How  has  it  robb'd  me  of  thy  dear  fociety  I 

Qj;  E  E  N. 

You  will  have  conftant  bufmefs,  fir— The  camp 
Detains  you  from  me  now,  and  now  the  fenate ; 
And  when  your  court  receives  you,  refllefs  (till, 
And  fir'd  withfome  bright  phantom  of  ambition, 
You  mix  with  hoary  heads,  and  plan  new  glories. 

KING. 

If,  faithful  to  the  truft  impos'd  by  heaven, 
I  oft  have  born  with  grief  thy  painful  abfence ; 
O  think  me  not  lefs  thine,  my  lov'd  Matilda, 
But  pity  my  fad  duty. 

QJJ  E  E  N. 
Said  you  duty  ?— — 

Your  idol  honour  rather — that  you  wormip  — 
That  fends  your  banners  to  the  diftant  eaft, 
To  fruitlefs  wars,  and  vifionary  triumphs. 

KING. 

Honour's  a  duty,  madam,  and  the  nobleft  ; 
And  ardent  I  purfue  the  powerful  impulfc. 
There  are  (with  fhame  I  fpeak  it)  thofe  who  loiter 
In  this  religious  welfare.     The  emperor 
Cannot  unite  his  Germans ;  France  delays  : 
Grim  death  has  forc'd  the  flaught'ring  battle-axe 
From  Cceur  de  Lion's  ftrong  unerring  hand  ; 
And  John  of  England,  his  unthrifty  brother, 
RepelPd  abroad,  prepares  his  lucklefs  fword 
To  wound  the  liberties,  refcind  the  laws, 
And  fheath  it  in  the  bowels  of  his  kingdom. 
Our  troops  are  ready  :  Sion's  mournful  cries 
Call  loud  for  inftant  fuccour  — and  I  go. 

z  QJJ  E  E  N. 
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QJJ  E   E  N. 

Then  I  muft  learn  to  bear  my  king's  negleft, 
And  endlefs  folitude. 

KING. 

No,  my  Matilda ; 

The  time  will  come  when  war's  rough  labours  ended 
Shall  give  me  up  devoted  to  thy  beauties, 
And  all  our  days  to  come  mall  blended  flow- 
In  one  pure  ftream  of  calm,  unruftied  love.     - 

™"Xtr  E  E  N. 

Our  days  to  come 

Are  dark  uncertainties ;  and  doating  age, 

Shou'd  we  attain  it,  painful  or  iniipid. 

KING. 

Do  not  diftraft  me,  call  back  thefe  reproaches. 
Urge  not,  my  queen,  thy  foft'ning  power  too  far, 

But  think  thy  hufoand's  triumphs  will  be  thine. 

Mean-time,  to  foften  my  unwilling  abfence 
Thy  brother  comes,  the  partner  of*  thy  heart : 
E^ch^day  my  court  expefts  him  from  Moravia. 
His  fprightly  temper,  his  engaging  converfe, 
Will  fteal  all  forrow  from  thee. 

QJJ  E  E  N. 

In  my  brother 
I  fall  have  found  a  friend  ;  and  friendfliip  now 

Is  a!Lt^?^Q'Qj^  — y  w^0w'd  heart  urn  ft  hope  for,— 
BuTtrfyour  abfence,  fir,  the  fovereign  power 
To  whom  intruft  yon  ?  whom  muft  I  obey  ? 

KING. 

Lord  Elmerick,  as  you  know  was  my  fix'd  purpofe, 
I  have  appointed  regent  of  my  kingdoms. 

QJJ  E  E  N. 
The  world  ulks  loud  of  Elmerick's  fair  merits, 

L  2  And 
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And  I,  unus'd  to  think  on  fuch  grave  fubjects, 
Congratulate  your  choice. — 

KING. 

You're  juft  and  kind  ; 

To  crown  with  your  aufpicious  praife  the  man 
Whom  I  fo  love  and  honour. — May  I  hope 
That  all  thofe  lips  have  dropt  lefs  gentle  to  me, 
Was  but  the  tender  fears  of  love  alarm'd  ? 
Oh  fay  but  this !  and  I  will  think  it  kinder 
Than  all  th'  endearments  of  affe&ed  fondnefs. 

QJJ  E  E  N. 

Think  what  will  pleafeyou  belt,  and  that  I  faid  it,— 
And  may  the  mining  fame  you  feek  fo  far 
Pay  your  long  labours ! 

KING. 

One  embrace,  Matilda ! 

May  heaven  on  all  thy  days  Ihedfvveeteft  comfort, 
And  peacewith  angel  wings  o'erlhadethy  {lumbers  I 
Eager  for  fame,  and  zealous  to  chaftize 
The  foes  of  heaven,  I  thought  I  cou'drefift 
This  heart-invading  foftnefs — Fond  miftake  t 
Call'd  to  begin  the  tafk  by  leaving  thee, 
I  find  my  fancy'd  heroifm  vain, 
And  all  the  feeble  tender  man  returns.— - 
I  mult  not  give  it  way.  -Once  more,  farewel. 

[Exeunt  feparatelj* 


A  CT 


Y 
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ACT    II. 

SCENE    I.  , 
QJJEEN  AND   ISMENA. 

QJJ  E  E  N. 

E  S,  I  jrefentjhe  king  has  left  me  thus !  — - 
Thus  irfthe  bloom  of  youth  to  be  forfaken  !  — 
ril  have  revenge. 

ISMENA. 

Forgive  your  fervant,  madam  ; 
Grief  ajid^^^tijgjice  interrupt  your  reafon  : 
YotTtnink  not  what  you  fpeak,  or  will  not  think  it. 
When  time  mall  give  yon  leifure  to  reflect, 
The  king,  howe'er  in  this 

QJJ  E  E  N. 

Excufe  him 

LSSSJJS^  him,  and  now  never  will.— 
You  feem  arriaz'd!  is  it  fo  very  ftrange, 
A  ladyjhou'd  not  love  the  man  (he  weds  ? 

ISMENA. 

My  happy  fortune,  madam,    makes  me  think  fo, 
Nor  wou'd  I  lofe  that  thought  to  be  a  queen. 

QJJ  E  E  N. 

I  wou'd  I  were  no  queen !  —at  leaft  not  here ! 
When  in  Moravia,  at  my  father's  court, 
The  only  daughter  and  the  darling  joy 
Of  my  fond  parents  love  ;  officious  fame 
Proclaim'd  me  as  a  miracle  of  beauty  : 
Juitly  or  not  is  now  of  fmall  importance, 
'Tvvas  then  thought  true,  and  princes  came  in  crowds 
To  love  and  be  refus'd.     The  nobleft  triumphs 
Our  fex  can  boail,  charm'd  my  afpiring thoughts; 
£3  And 
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And  con ftant  revels,    readings,   mirth  and  mu nek... 
Sooth'd  every  fen fe.  No  grave  grimaccx.ijxatixiiW 
Re]i^io,a'Jiere  ;   no  viilonary  Tciiemts 
lVj[ej:  the  rabble  free,    and  fetter  kings; 
No  anxious  cares  for  what  regards  not  us, 
Remote  pofterity;  obfcur'd  the  luihe, 
Or  damp'd  the  joys  of  Olmutz'  gallant  court : 
Soft  am'rous  fighs  were  all  the  mournful  founds, 
And  deep  intrigues  to  gain  fome  haughty  fair 
Were  all  thebufinefs  of  that  happy  place 
I  left  for  this  proud  folemn  feat  of  dulnefs, 
This  pompous  grave  of  pleafure,  hated  Buda.    V 

I  S  M  E  N  A. 
What  wit  and  charms  has  education  marrM !  {Afide. 

CMJ  E  E  N. 
Then  judge,   Ifmena, 

Who  know'it  this  formal  court,    and  fober  king, 
My  hopdefs,  loft  condition. 

^  ••%\  '  I  S  M  E  N  A. 

May  I  hope 

Your  majefty's  forgivenefs,  fhou'd  lalk, 
The  abfenceof  your  royal  lord  excepted, 
What  more  cou'd  kind,  indulgent  heaven  beftow  ? 
Power,  wealth,  and  honour  wait  upon  your  will. 

QJJ  E  E  N. 

Power,  wealth  and  honour  feed  man's  high  ambi 
tion  ; 

But  for  our  humbler  fex,  we're  true  to  nature, 
And  reilc,on tent  with  pleafure.     But  to  me 
Pieafure's  impolTible,  \vlii Hi  my  grave  matter 
More  than  forbids  it  by  his  wife  example. 
And  then  this  lad  injurious  flight  has  mov'd  me 
Beyond  the  power  to  pardon. 

I  S  M  E  N  A. 
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I  S  M  E  N  A. 

Shou'dmy  lord 

Have  left  me  thus,   I  might,  Imuft  havegriev'd— 
I  think  to  death ;  but  fure  no  angry  thought 
Had  ruffled  my  fadbofom. 

QJJ  E  E  N. 

You,  Ifmena, 

Are  a  rare  inftance  of  felicity, 
A  happy,  marry 'd  woman. 

I  SM  E  N  A. 

}Tis  true,  my  lord, 

Or  I  am  partial,  has  not  many  equals : 
The  .manly  beauty  of  his  pleaiingface, 
His  perfect  fymmetry  and  noble  mien, 
His  tender  language,    and  his  foft  addrefs — 

QJJE  E  N. 
I  am.no  ftranger  to  them— wou'd  I  were !     [AJidt. 

I  S  M  E  N  A. 

But  then  the  matchlefs  beauty  of  his  mind  — 
Ne'er  were  the  great  and  tender  fo  united 
As  in  the  foul  of  Eimenck. 

QJJ  E  E  N. 

Ra(h  creature !          [AJtde. 
I  S  M  E  N  A. 
How  happy  were  our  fex  if  more  were  like  him ! 

QJJ  E  E  N. 

Why  was  not  I  referv'd  for  fuch  a  lover  ? 
Mypaffions  mull  have  vent.  \_Afidc.'}  Gentle  Ifmena ! 
Waif  Tor  me  near  the  fountain  in  the  garden. 

[Exit    ISM  EN  A. 

When  murm'ring  at  my  fate,  to  fet  before  me, 
And  in  fo  full  a  light,  thofe  very  graces 
That  long  have  charm'd  me!  vain  officious  woman! — 
L  4  "  Why 
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"Why  have  you,  heaven,  fo  form'd  this  heart  for  love, 
With  no  more  reafon,  than  you  mull  forefee, 
Subfervient  to  that  love,  will  make  me  wretched  ? 

Enter  ELM E RICK. 

E  L  M  E  R  I  CK. 

Hail  to  the  queen  !  and  may  the  news  I  bear, 
Prove  a  glad  omen  of  my  future  fervice 
From  this  aufpicious  hour  !  your  royal  brother, 
The  valiant  Conrade,  is  arriv'd  at  Buda. 

Q^U  E  E  N. 

Now  by  the  joys  my  foul  has  long  been  loft  to, 
This  kindvijbis..gen'rous  .hafte  to  bring  relief 
To  a  foriaken  foluary  queen, 
Does  juftice  to  your  character.     My  thanks— 
But  that's  a  poor  reward,  current  at  courts 
For  want  of  fomething  better.— I  wou'd  find 
Some  folid  favour  to  engage  your  fervice, 
Worthy  of  me,    and  worthy  your  acceptance. 

E  L  M  E  R  I  c  K, 
Is  there  a  man  fo  venal  or  fo  vain, 
As  not  to  think  the  happinefs  to  ferve 
So  good  and  great  a  queen,    a  full  reward 
Forallhe  c^n  perform  ?— and  then  the  honour 
Done  to  my  wife !— your  favour  to  Ifmena 
Exceeds  all  gratitude. 

QJJ  E  E  N. 

Gall,  jrall  and  poifon.     [dfde. 
E  L  M  E  R  1  C  K. 
Madam,  I  take  my  leave.     The  prince  is  ent'ring. 

QJJ  E  E  N. 

My  lord,  when  our  firft  interview  is  over, 
We  {hall  expect  your  prefence. 

[Exit  ELMERICK. 
Enter 
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Enter  CONRADE. 
CON  R  A  D  E. 

My  Matilda ! 

Long  let  me  prefs  thee  to  my  joyful  breaft, 
I  who  have  often  mourn 'd  thy  tedious  abfence, 
Thou  dear,  dear  objeft,  both  by  choice  and  nature, 
Of  my  fond  love,  my  filler  and  my  friend! 

QJJ  E  E  N. 

And  was  it  tedious  ?   did  you  think  it  long  ? 
Why  ftiou'd  I  doubt  it  ?  when  was  you  not  kind  ? 
When  did  thy  aftive  genius  let  me  want 
New  pleafures  to  repel  intruding  thought, 
And  lalh  the  lazy  minutes  into  fwiftnefs  ? 
Our  parents — - 

CONRADE. 

Are  well.     There  is  no  forrow  in  Moravia 
But  from  the  want  of  thee. 

QJJ  E  E  N. 

I  have  not  known, 
Till  now,  a  joyful  moment  fince  I  left  it. 

CONRADE. 

We  have  been  happy  :  and  fhou'd  fortune  prove 
Once  more  propitious  to  me,  thofe  gay  fires 
That  {hone  fo  bright  at  Olmutz,  may  revive 
And  blaze  at  Buda. 

QJJ  E  E  N. 

What,  my  dearefl  Conrade, 
Has  Hungary  to  give  worth  thy  defiring  ? 

CONRADE. 

Forgive,  Matilda,  while  I  own  my  heart. 
1  hough  I  have  ever  lov'd  and  fondly  love  thee, 
J  had,    befides  the  joy  of  feeing  thee, 

Another 
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Another  powerful  hope  that  firM  tny  foul, 
And  wiag'd  iny  haile  to  Buda. 

QJJ  E  E  N. 

Youfurprize  me! 
C  ON  R  A  D  E. 

When  firft  I  led  you  here  to  warlike  Buda, 
And  gave  you  blooming  to  your  royal  hufband, 
You  muft  remember,  during  my  fhort  flay, 
I  faw  and  lovM  the  daughter  of  B.athor i. 

QJJ  E  E  N. 

I  know  it  well,  and  all  her  rigors  to  you  ; 
But  thought  youram'rous  and  inconllant  heart 
(Loil  often,  and  as  many  times  retriev'd 
Since  I  beheld  you  lail)  had  notretain'd 
The leaft  imprefiion  of  Ifmena's  charms. 

C  O  N  R  A  DE. 

Net  all  the  gaudy  pleafures  I  once  courted, 
Can  cure  the  roo'ted  pniiion,  raging  frill,  . 
Invincible  as  ever.     It  has  coft  me, 
While  diftant  from  her  charms  I  pin'd  in  ab fence, 
A  ficknefs  aim  oil  fatal  to  my  life ; 
Which  though  my  youth  recover'd,  the  foft  poifon 
Still  preys  upon  thy  brother's  heart,  Matilda, 
And  makes  me  hate  nry  being :  -  I  will  die, 
Or  find  relief.     And  therefore  am  I  come,  ~ 
DVttrnrin'd,  to  attempt  my  fate  once  more  : 
My  ftatecannotbe  worfe. — That  fhe  is  wedded 
To  Elmerick,  I  know:    yet  he's  a  fubjecl ; 
And  were  he  mere,  his  greatnefs  ihou'd.  net  awe  me. 

QJJ  E  E  N. 

This  favours  nyde£gnon  ElmericJ^'s  heart,  — 
If  he  ihou'd  gain  Ifmena,  Elraeri'ck's  mine.  \^Ajtde* 
Let  me  difiuade  yea  from  a  \vild  attempt, 
Your  ralhnefs  mult  defeat.     Lord  Elmeiick, 

Who 
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Who  now  refidea,   as  regent,   in  the  palace, 
Muft  foon  perceive  your  love,  and  will  find  means 
To  guard  his  honour,  and  fecure  Ifmena 
From  bold  folicitation. 

CONRADE. 

I'm  convinc'd 

That  courfe  were  wrong,  do  you  direct  me  better, 
Or  fee  me  die  the  victim  of  defpair. 

QJU  E  E  N. 

How,  Conrade  !  can  you  think  I  wouM  affift 
In  fuch  a  purpofe  ? — But  were  virtue  filent, 
A  cloud  of  difficulties  rife  before  me; 
Lord  Elmerick  is  palatine  and  regent — 
Terms  mnft  be  kept  with  him-     And  then  Ifmena, 
Fond  of  her  lord,   and  vain  of  fuch  a  choice, 
Will  hear  you  with  difdain.     For  happy  Elmerick 
Fills  all  her  tender  wimes,   all  her  heart. — 
Yet  mould  fome  accident  diiluib  their  loves, 
There  might  be  hops:  for  me  who  once  has  lov'd, 
May  love  again.     The  foftnefs  in  our  frame, 
That  Has  difpos'd  us  firft  to  the  fond  paflion, 
L»  ready  to  betray  us  ever  after. 

CONRADE. 

This  diftant  glimpfe  of  hope,  this  poor  reverfion, 
To  one  that  loves  as  I  do,  is  defpair  - 
But  'tis  from  her  alone,   who  rules  my  fate, 
That  I  can  learn  my  doom.  Where  may  I  find  her  ? 

QJJ  E  E  N. 

I  gave  her  charge  to  wait  me  in  the  garden, 
And  foon  will  meet  her  there. 

CONRADE. 

Unkind  Matilda, 

Cou'dft  thou  know  this,  and  yet  detain  me  here  ? 

I  wou'd 
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I  wou'd  not  lofe  the  prefent,   lucky  moment 
For  ages  in  reverfion.  [Exit  CONRADI. 

QJJ  E  E  N. 

Yes,  myConrade, 

Though  you  was  ever  dearly  welcome  to  me, 
I  now  behold  you  with  unufual  tranfport- 
O!    mayyourfighs,   your  vows,  youritnportunities 
Subdue  Ifmena's  heart;  as  Elmerick, 
Without  their  pleafing  aid,  has  conquerM  rhino,: 
At  leaft  divide,  break,  and  con  found  their  peace: 
Raife  {forms  of  jealoufy,   and  fill  their  fouls 
With  darknefs  and  defpair :    till  in  the  tempeft 
Love  be  for  ever  loft,  and  the  wild  wreck 
Compel  abandon'd  Elmerick  to  feek 
Formelter  in  fome  near  and  friendly  port, 
And  find  the  bleft  afylum  in  my  arms. 

[Exit  QUEEN. 

SCENE    II. 

A  Garden. 
CONRADE     AND    ISMENA. 

C  O  N  R  A  D  E. 

Her  charms  are  dill  the  fame,  and  at  her  fight 

Love  burns  with  double  fury  :    yet  I  want 

My  former  refolution  :    I  am  avv'd, 

And  fcarce  have  courage  left  me  to  approach  her. 

{Afide. 

—  Be  notfurpriz'd,  adorablelfmcna, 
To  fee  me  here,  and  fee  me  ftill  your  Have: 
Yes,  thofe  all-powerful  beauties,    that  fubdu'd. 
My  ranging  heart  to  conftancy  and  truth, 
Still  hold  the  binding  charm  :    to  love  Ifinena 
Is,  as  I  feel  too  well,   to  love  for  ever.  f 

ISMENA. 
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I  S  M  E  N  A. 

As  you  are  brother  to  my  royal  miftrefs, 
I'm  not  furpriz'd  to  fee  you  here,  prince  Conrade; 
But  as  I'm  wife  to  noble  Elmerick, 
To  hear  you  hold  this  language  does  furprize  me. 

CONRADE. 

Nor  time,  nor  abfence,  nor  the  laft  defpair, 
Forlfrave  prov'd  them  all,   can  cure  my  pafiion, 
A  mortal  paffion,  that  mult  foonconfume  me, 
Unlefs  you  bid  me  live. 

I  S  M  E  N  A. 

Live,  and  be  wife ; 

Live,  and  be  noble  :  break  your  vafialage 
To  paflions  that  debafe  the  name  of  prince, 
While  that  of  man  is  forfeited  and  loft. 

CONRADE. 

This  high  difdain,  this  counfel  urg'd  in  fcorn, 
Is  cruel  and  unjuft.— Too  haughty  fair  ! 
Wilt  thou  ne'er  learn  companion  ?    never  melt 
At  my  long  tender  forrows  ?   Let  me  hope. 

I  S  M  E  N  A. 

What  have  I  done  to  raife your  vanity 
To  this  prefumptuous  height  ? 

CONRADE. 

O  call  it  love, 

And  I'll  confefs  it  foars  to  all  the  heights 
Of  fond,  diilraded  paffion. 

I  S  M  E  N  A. 

Impious  trifles ! 

Are  thefethe  arts  by  which  falfe  man  betrays  ? — 
Unhappy  woman  I    do  they  yield  to  guilt 
Becaufe  a  madman  raves,  a  traitor  flatters  ? — 
I  thought,   vain  prince,   I  had  been  better  known  ; 

And 
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And  that  your  rafli  attempt  when  here  before, 
At  ieaft,  had  taught  you  wifdoni . 
C  O  N  R  A  D  E. 

I  confefs 

My  love  was  then  to  blame,  fo  to  expofe 
Your  virgin  honour  :  you  have  now  a  hulband— 
IS  ME  N  A. 

You  fink  beneath  my  fcorn 1  have  ahufband— « 

And  fucH  an  one  as  ioofe  incontinence 
Would  want  the  will  to  wrong.     Sir,  if  I  bear 
This  infult_unreveng'd,  'tis  to  my  prudence, 
Not  to  "your  birth  ana  name,  you  owe  your  fafety. 

C  O  N  R  A  D  E. 

My  fafety ! — Hell !     let  the  proud  palatine 
But  dare  to  threaten  thus  — 

I  S  M  E  N  A. 

Take  my  advice, 

And  dare  not  to  provoke  him.     Thus  far,  prince, 
I  judge  my  fcorn  fufHcient. 

COMRADE. 

Oh  !   'tis  too  much,  and  all  that  I  can  fear  >— 
I'll  conquer  it  or  perifh. 

I  S  ME  N  A. 

Since  your  reafon 

Is  wholly  loft  in  this  impetuous  phrenzy, 
To  mun  your  madaefs  Ihall  be  all  my  care. 

C  O  N  R  A  D  E. 

Fly  where  you  will,  honour,  as  well  as  love, 
Compels  me  now  for  ever  to  purfue  you. 

I  S  M  E  N  A. 

The  light,   vain  libert;ne  grows  formidable!  — 
His  infolence  may  lay  a  fcene  of  ruin, 
That  chills  my  blood  with  horror  bat  to  think  on. 

C  O  N  R  A  D  E. 
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C  O  N  R  A  D  E. 

Hercynick  father!  -there's  another  champion. 
What  with  her  innate  pride  and  high  alliances 
She  makes  a  ftrong  reiiftance  ;   and  my  paffion, 
Enter  BATHORI. 

By  oppofition  irritated,  burns 

More  fiercely  to  attempt  the  noble  conqucft. 

[Exit  CONRADE. 
BATHORI. 

Prince  Conrade  juft  now  leaves  you? 
I  S  M  E  N  A. 

Let  him  go. 
B  A  THO  HI. 

You  feem  diforder'd. 

I  S  M  E  N  A. 

Kowe'er  mifplacM  by  fortune,    nature  forrn'd  me 
For  the  domeltick  jop  of  calm  retreat : 
I'm  lick  of  court  already. 

B  A  T  H  O  R  I. 

For  what  caufe? 

You  know  your  lord,  by  his  high  truft  compelPd, 
Here  mull  reiide  :  it  cannot  be  difpens'd  with. 

I  S  M  E  N  A. 

'Tis  true,  and  all  our  happy  days  are  pad  : 
For  infolence  and  Conrade  iHil  puriue  me. 
Then  judge  when  this  mall  reach  my  huiband's  ear, 
As  foon  itmuft,  how  will  his  foul  endure 
This  outrage  on  my  virtue  and  his  honour? 
ShalTl  not  fee  his  hands  ftain'd  with  the  blood 
Of  the  queen's  brother,  or  the  noble  Elmerick 
(A  thoufand,  thoufand  deaths  are  in  the  thought) 
Bleed  by  the  rage  of  impious,  dcfperate  Conrade  ? 

BATHORI, 
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B  A  T  HOR  I. 

Unheard  of  infolence  !   he  (hall  be  taught 
.The  difference  between  the  paffive  Haves 
Of  loofe  Moravia,   and  our  free  Hungarians. 
Your  lord  inuft  never  learn  this  daring  infult : 
For  know  my  child,  1  hold  myfelf  fufficient 
To  fhield  my  daughter  from  this  princely  libertine,- 
And  awe  him  into  filence  and  refpeft. 

I  S  M  E  N  A. 

You  know  him  not :  he  is  not  to  be  aw'd  : 
There  is  but  one,  one onely  way  to  man  him:    j 
Let  me  forfake  the  court,  with  you  retire 
Till  Conrade  quits  the  kingdom. 
B  AT  HO  RI. 

Rightly  judg'd, 

Thy  prudence  is  thy  guard ;   fafer  in  that 
From  being  made  the  theme  of  bufy  rumour, 
Ever  injurious  to  a  woman's  fame, 
Than  in  an  army  rais'd  for  thy  defence. 
My  houfe  and  arms  are  ready  to  receive  thee. 

[Exeunt* 


A  CT 


E    L    M'E    R    I    C    K.          ,61 

ACT    III. 

SCENE     I. 

QJJEEN    AND    ZENOMIRA. 

QJJ  E  E  N. 

BE  dumb,  vain,  bufy  wretch  :  becaufe  thou'rt 
trufted, 

Doit  thou  prefume  to  offer  thy  advice  ? 
Wou'd'ft  thou  be  hated  too  ? 

ZENOMIRA. 

rr.     ,  i        T  Think,   royal  Madam, 

lowhoml,  undeferving,  owe  my  fortune. 
My  gratitude— 

QJJ  E  E  N. 

A  fervant's  gratitude  !— 
Coniider  well  your  interefl  and  your  fafety. 
Remember  I,   who  made  you  what  you  are, 
Can  make  you  more  or  fpeak  you  into  nothing. 
If   Elmenck  return  the  love  I  proffer, 
I  ftiall  employ  you  often  :  fhou'dhe  not, 
(Do  not  my  eyes  dart  ruin  while  I  foeak  it?) 
My  firft  command  in  this  mail  be  my  laft.  ' 
oeek  him  now, 

And  bring  him  hither.— No,  I  fee  mv  brother: 
Wait  in  the  anti-chamber  till  he's  gone, 
Then  do  as  I  direded.  [jg*  ZENOMIRA. 

Enter  CONRADE. 
C  O  NR  A  D  E. 

,Tr,  Curft  be  the  hour, 

When,   fated  with  delight,  I  quitted  Olmutz, 
Where  all  my  vows  were  heard  with  extafy, 

VOL'  "*  M  And 
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I/And  beauty  took  its  value  from  my  breath, 
"  To  meet  contempt,  defpair  and  death  at  tfuda, 
Ifmena  at  this  inftant  leaves  the  court : 
No  hope  is  left,  no  patience-I'm  diftraded. 
Tlie  Turtle  tyrant  love,  who  led  me  long 
Through  flow'ry  patlis,and  fpreadelyjjum round  me; 
Whofe  nres,till  now,  ferv'dbut  to  heighten  pleafure, 
And  quicken  it  to  tranfport;  has  betray  dine 
To  plagues  and  torments  not  to  be  fupported. 
Ifmena  is  effential  to  my  being.^    O  Matilda! 
Affift  me  with  your  counfel  or  I  m  loit. 
QJJ  E  E  N. 

Alas !    he  knows  not  it  too  much  imports  me. 

\_AJide* 

Do  not  abandon  hope,  but  leave  defpair 
To  fools  and  cowards.     Know,  exalted  fouls 
Have  paflions  in  proportion  violent, 
Refiftlefs,   and  tormenting  :  they're  a  tax 
Impos'd  by  nature  on  prehemmence, 
And  fortitude  and  wifdom  muft  fupport  them. 

C  O  N  R  A  D  E. 

Who  but  Matilda  e'er  cou'd  flatter  mifery, 
And  prove  fuperior  merit  from  our  weakness? 
At  thy  awak'ning  voice  my  hope  revives 
Cou'd'ft  thou  but  flop  Ifmena's  purpos  d  flight 
<  And  nothing  is  too  hard  for  wit  like  thine) 
I  yet  may  triumph  o'er  her  pride  and  virtue. 

QJJ  E  E  N. 

By  ftratagem  to  keep  Ifmena  here 
Can  ferve  no  end  :  when  (he  perceives  the  fraud, 
She'll  fly  more  irritated  than  before. 

CONRADE. 
But  I  mall  fee  her  firft. 

QJJ  E  E  N. 
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QJJ  E  E  N. 

What  can  you  hope 

From  fuchan  interview  ?  while  iilmerick 
Continues  kind,  he'll  prove  too  ftrong  a  rival. 
Her  pride  and  virtue  are  meer  accidents  :  \/ 

She  chanc'd  to  marry  where  me  chanc'd  to  like  ;    \ 
But  mould  he,  touclvd  with  fome  new  flame,  ne- 

gle<a  her, 

As  time  is  fruitful  of  more  flrange  events, 
Her  pride  \Vou'd  make  her  hate  him.  -You  muft  wait. 

C  O  NR  A  D  E. 

You  talk  of  eafe  whole  ages  hence  to  one 
Stretch'd  on  the  rack  of  violent  defire. 
By  heav'n  I  will  purfue  to  her  retreat, 
And  bear  her  thence  in  fpite  of  father,  hufoand, 
And  every  fword  that  dares  oppofe  my  purpofe.    • 
She  {hall  return  to  court,  me  mall  behold 
And  hear  my  raging  love,  me  mall  be  mine. 

QJJ  E  E  N. 

Forbear  fuch  wild  and  unbecoming  thoughts  : 
The  palatine  is  regent,  you  a  ftranger, 
And  I,  perhaps,   have  reafons  of  my  own 
To  keep  his  good  opinion.     If  to  fee  her 
Within  this  palace,  with  the  due  refpeft 
You  owe  her  birth  and  rank,  may  fatisfy 
For  once  your  prefent  ardour,  I'll  affiit  you. 
Love  may  perhaps  infpire  your  foothing  tongue 
With  eloquence  to  foften,  and  perfuade 
The  melting  fair  to  break  her  refolution, 
And  hear  atTeall,  if  not  return  your  love  ; 
Fhe  firmefl  purpofe  of  a  woman's  heart 
To  well-tim'd,  artful  flattery  may  yield. 


COKRADI. 
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C  O  N  R  A  D  E. 

And  mall  I  fee  again  my  lov'd  Ifmena? 

Oh  fay- what  pow'r,  what  art  can  bring  her  hither  ? 

QJJ  E  E  N. 

Belus,  chief  fecretary  to  the  regent, 
Shall  be,  unknowingly,  a  proper  agent : 

He  has  been  Zenomira's  lover  long 

But  fee  (he  comes,  flic  mull  not  fee  you  now  : 
Truft  in  a  filler's  love,  and  wait  th'  event. 

[Exit  COMRADE. 

Enter  ZENOMIRA. 

ZENOMIRA. 
Madam,  my  lord  the  regent  will  attend  you. 

QJU  E  E  N. 
Is  Belus  ftill  thy  lover,  Zenomha? 

ZENOMIRA. 

So  he  profefles,  madam. 

QJJ  E  E  N. 

Then  fhou'dyou  feign  a  meffage  from  his  lord, 
He'd  not diftruft you? 

ZENOMIRA. 

His  believing  paffion 

Ne'er  yet  has  feem'd  to  doubtwhate'erl  utter'd. 
What  mufti  fay? 

QJJ  E  E  N. 

Say  that  her  lord  intreats 
Ifmena,  fome  time  hence,  to  meet  him  here. 
I  think  me  has   conceiv'd  fome  flight  difgu it 
Which  I  wou'd  fain  remove.     This  artifice 
I  mall  fo  well  account  for  when  I  fee  her, 
You  and  your  lover  (hall  incur  no  blame. 

Z  EN  0- 
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Z  E  N  OM  I  RA. 

What  dangers  wou'd  I  meet,  cou'd  I  improve 
Your  friendihip  for  that  lady  !  may  I  hope 
Your  thoughts  of  iilmerick  are  chang'd  already  ? 

QJJ  E  E  N. 

The  plague  of  confidents !  —  do  as  directed.          f 

[Exit  ZENOMIRA. 

And  yet  this  wretch,  this  littk  bufy  wretch, 
Whofelove,  whofe  care  and  counfel  I  defpife, 
Is  infinitely  wifer  than  Matilda  ! 
I've  fent  for  Elmerick — but  let  me  think 
Ere  yet  my  Hiding  feet  forego  the  ihore, 
That  quitted  once  can  never  be  recover'd 
In  what  a  boundlefs  ocean  am  I  plunging, 
With  only  one  uncertain  light  to  guide  me! 
If  that  mould  fail,  I  fink  o"'erwhelm'd  for  ever.— 
But  mou'd  the  grateful  Elmerick  ftretch  forth 
His  faving  hand,  and  fnatch  me  from  the  billows, 
Love  will  return  a  thoufandfolidjoys 
For  every  tranfient  pain.  — ButO  the  hazard!  — 
A  woman  and  a  queen  to  offer  love, 
And  hear  herfelf  refus'd  !— 'Tis  mifery  ! 
'Tis  everlailing  mame  !    'Tis  death  and  hell ! 
I  will  not  think  fo  poorly  of  my  fate, 

Myfelf,  or  Elmerick My  prefent  lot 

Is  cheerlefs  and  forlorn  -  impetuous  gufts 

Of  ftormy  paflions  drive  me  through  the  gloom, 

Unfteady  and  uncertain.     All  before  me 

Is  the  profound,  unfathomable  deep; 

And  all  behind  a  dark  and  boundlefs  wafte— 

But  he  appears,  the  flar  that  mufl  direct  me 

To  peace  and  joy— or  light  me  to  my  ruin, 

Enter  ELMERICK. 
I  fear,  my  lord,  this  importunity 

M  3  May 
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May  Interrupt  your  labours  for  the  publick, 
I  fhall  become  your  trouble. 

E  L  M  E  R  I  CK. 

I  fervc  the  king, 

I  ferve  the  publick,  madam,  ferving  you  : 
My  pride  and  joy  is  to  attend  your  perfon. 

QJJ  E  E  N. 

And  are  you  pleas'd,  moft  noble  Elmerick, 
To  hear  a  woman's  talk,  and  foothe  my  cares  ? 
But  you  are  wond'rous  good  ;  and  let  me  boafl 
That  I've  a  heart  fufceptible  of  kindnefs, 
In  all  its  various  forms,  ev'n  to  a  fault. 

ELMERICK. 
How  infinitely  bountiful.is  nature  ? 
Giving  fuch  foftnefs  to  the  plcafing  fex, 
As  well  re' war-' s  the  toils  (he  lays  on  ours. 
If  we  excel,  'tis  when  the  glorious  hopes 
Of  ferving  or  delighting  you  infpire  us  : 
And  to  obtain  your  fmiies  is  to  be  happy. 

QJJ  E  E  N. 

If  happinefs  be  in  our  pow'r  to  give, 
'Tis  hard  to  want  the  bleflings  we  beftow  : 
To  love  and  to  be  lov'd  is  to  be  happy. 

E  L  M  E  R  I  C  K. 

Your  fex  by  nature  form'd  to  merit  love, 
Can  rarely  want  it. 

QJJ  E  E  N. 

Poflibly  the  brave, 

Who  hate  ingratitude,  wou'd  not  defpife 
A  lady  who  renounc'd  her  native  pride, 
The  painful'il  proof  our  fex  can  give  of  love. 

ELMERICK. 


E    L    M    E    R    I    C    K.          167 

E  L  M  E  R  I  C  K. 

A  generous  man  muft  think  it  double  grace, 
When  love  and  virtue  condefcend  to  chufe  him; 

QJJ  E  E  N. 

My  lord,  (hou'd  fate  reduce  fome  haplefs  woman, 
Trembling  and  almoit  dying  with  confufion, 
To  make  an  offer  of  her  love  to  you  ; 
And  fucha  love  as  inftant  death  or  madnefs 
Were  certain  to  enfue,  ihou'd  you  refufe  it  ? 
How  wou'd  you  aft  ?  how  treat  a  fuppliant  heart, 
Whofe  weakness  you  had  caus'd  ? 

E  L  M  E  R  I  C  K. 

Your  pardon,  madam ; 
5Tis  what  I  can't  fuppofe  ;  and  afes  no  anfwer. 

QJJ  E  E  N. 

Why  not  fuppofe?  is  itimpoffible  ? 
Say— I— fhou'd  love  ;  and  trufting  to  your  honour, 
Have  laid  this  fair  occafion  in  your  way 
To  break  my  fall,  and  fpare  me  half  my  fhame. 

ELMERICK. 

What  vanity 

Have  I  betray'd,  wbatbafenefs,  what  prefumption, 

To  need  fo  ftrange  a  trial  ?   if  you  doubt 

My  loyalty,  and  think  I  entertain 

Defigns  injurious  to  my  fovereign's  honour, 

And  your  fair  virtue 

QJJ  E  EN. 

'Tis  too  much,  my  lord, 

This  diffidence,  this  cold  referve— you  urge  me 
To  what  I  wou'd  avoid,  beyond  the  bounds 
I  had  prefcrib'd  myfelf:  yes,  I  cou'd  die 
Ere  fpeak  more  plain  ;  but  muft  not  have  you  think 
I  wou'd  betray  you.  Heavens  I  what  feign  a  paflion 

M4  MX 
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My  foul  ne'er  knew  !  No,  rather  let  me  bear 
Your  utmoft  cruelty,  your  fcorn  and  hatred, 
For  what  I  am,  a  loft  unhappy  queen, 
Than  once  be  thought  fo  mean  and  fo  perfidious. 

E  L  M  E  R  I  C  K. 

Confounded  and  .amaz'd,  my  fanlt'ring  tongue 
Scarce  does  its  office. — Whither  wou'd  you  urge  me? 

JTis  too  fevere  a  proof! as  you  are  fair ; 

As  charms  like  yours  may  warm  the  coldeft  heart, 
And  make  the  moft  refolv'd  ;  what  if  my  fenfes 
Should  mutiny  againft  my  weaker  reafon, 
And  tempt  me  to  betray  you — horrid  thought  !  — > 
To  fure  and  endlefs  ruin  ! 

QJJ  E  E  N. 

What  do  you  fee 
That  looks  like  ruin  here  ? 

E  L  M  E  R  I  C  K. 

Guilt: — that  is  ruin. 
QJJ  E  E  N. 
Why  be  it  fo,  your  love  (hall  make  it  glorious. 

E  L  M  E  R  I  C  K. 

No,  fhame  and  juft  remorfemuft  ftill  purfue 
Foul,  truft-betraying  love.     And  fhou'dl  fay 
Ev'n  that  were  in  my  power,  I  muft  deceive  you. 
Shou'd  wild  defire,  in  an  unguarded  moment, 
Rifle  your  charms,  and  lay  your  virtue  wafte  ; 
The  firfl  return  of  thought  wou'd  bear  me  back 
To  her,  who  claims  me  by  the  deareft  ties 
Of  virtuous,  grateful  love.     Oh  then  return, 
With  recolledted  powers  o'ercome  this  weaknefs, 
And  rife  more  glorious  from  this  fhcrt  decline. 

QJJ  E  E  N. 

This  fhort decline!  — no,  let  victorious  love 
Here  end  a  queen's  confufion,  or  your  fcorn 

Sink 
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Sink  my  defpairing  and  indignant  foul 

Where  calmrepofe  and  hope  ihall  never  find  it, 

And  your  repentance  come  too  late  to  fave  me. 

E  L  M  E  R  I  C  K. 

I  muft  affert  your  honour  and  rny  own. 
Remember  who  I  am,  my  truft,  and  office  — 
Almighty  Power!  (hall  I,  who  bear  the  fword 
Topunifh  bold  offenders,  break  the  laws 
Your  Providence  hascall'd  me  to  defend  ? 
Doth  the  leaftfubjeaiook  to  me  for  juilice, 
And  ihall  my  king,  my  ever  gracious  mailer, 
In  recompcnce  for  his  unbounded  favour, 
Receive  the  higheft,  moft  Opprobrious  wrong 
A  king  or  man  can  fuffer  ? 

QJJ  E  EN. 

Shame  and  ruin! 
E  L  ME  R  1C  K. 

Not  to  deceive  you,  madam,  not  to  flatter 
Views  fo  unworthy  of  yourfelf  and  me  : 
I  muft  avow  the  ample  power  I  hold, 
Each  thought,  each  toil,  my  life,  devoted  all 
To  gratitude  andjuHice;- 

QJJ  E  E  N. 

Enough,  my  lord  —your  gratitude  has  charm'd  me  — 
Who  {hall  oppofe  yourjuftice  ?   here  difplay  it:    > 
Rife  by  my  ruin  to  the  height  of  glory, 
And  let  fame  deafen  ihe  altonim'd  world 
With  your  triumphant  virtue. 

E  L  M  E  R  I  C  K. 

I  wou'd  triumph, 

But  o'er  your  weaknefs,  not  your  peace  and  fame: 
So  you  may  triumph   too. — oh  hear  me,  queen  — 

QJJ  E  E  N, 
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QJJ  E  E  N. 

I  have  heard  too  much, 
IJ  ve  heard  my  love  refused.  —  Death,  horror !  -  mame, 

And  burning  indignation  ! pierce  my  heart, 

Difpatch  me,  give  me  death.    Is  that  too  much  ?— 
Is  pity  to  the  wretched,  is  companion 
Of  every  kind  among  the  hateful  crimes 
The  gen'rous,  valiant  Elmerick  abhors? 
Then  give  me  this,  afford  the  means  of  death, 
And  leave  me  to  apply  them.  [Going  tofeizehisfvjord* 
ELMERICK. 

Heavens!  what  frenzy 
PoiTefTes  you!— yet  hear  me . 

QJU  E  E  N. 

Off,  begone, 
And  let  me  die  ! 

ELMERICK. 
Safe  as  my  foul  the  fecret 
Shall  be  preferv'd. 

QJJ  E  E  N. 

What !  be  cblig'd  to  you  !— 
Owe  my  precarious  honour  to  your  filence !  — 
But  keep  your  fword,  I  (hall  not  want  ev'n  that  — 

ELMERICK. 

She  is  not  to  be  trufled  with  her  life  — 
Royal,  unhappy  fair,  what  CAH  I  fay 
To  calm  this  raging  temped  in  your  bofom  ? 
For  though!  dare  not  be,  what  you  muft  hate, 
Falfe  to  my  truft  and  fov'reign  ;  I  wou'd  die 
To  fave  your  life  and  honour,  toreltore 
Your  peace  of  mind,  and  raife  declining  virtue— 

Enter  Co  N  R  A  D  E  . 

Shame  and  confufion  ! — Madam,  fee,  the  prince— 

C  O  N  R  A  D  E. 
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C  ONR  ADE. 
Well  may'ft   thou  ftart,  proud  lord  :  the  queen's 

diforder, 
And  your  confufion,  muil  import  feme  rudenefs. 

QJJ  E  E  N. 

Rudenefs !  -  that  word  fuggefls  an  hnppy  thought; — 
Ycs^IkLdefpair  and  ilian.e  give  way  to  vengeance. 

{Afidc. 

0  brother !  if  I  dare  to  call  you  brother 
After  the  vile  indignity  I've  fuffer'd  ; 

That  wretch,  prefuming  on  his  boundiefs  power, 
Has  talk'd  to  me  of  love. 

E  L  M  E  R  I  C  K. 

What  can  I  anfvver  ? 

When  accidents  concur  with  calumny,  V 

Her  poi£^u?"t[RatK''o^rcures  the  brighteft  fame, 
An3  confcious  virtue  only  can  fupport  us. 

C  O  N  R  A  D  E. '** 

1  faw  and  heard  too  much.     The  traitor's  life 
Is  a  mean  facrifice. 

.       E  L  M  E  R  I  C  K. 

To  plead  my  caufe 

Before  a  judge  like  thee,  were  mean  and  vain  ; 
Yet  be  advis'd,  young  prince,  nor  ra (lily  draw 
A  fword  that  can't  avail  you. 

QJJ  E  E  N.      , 

Will  you  hear  him  ? 

Think  on  the  affront  done  to  our  royal  houfe  :  — 
Remember  who  he  is,  think  on  Ifmena  : 
Who,  if  he  'fcapes  your  fword,  is  loft  for  ever. 

["To  CON  R  ADE. 

CON  R  A  D  E. 
Then  love  infpirc  me.  [Tbty-Jtg&t. 

5  QJJ  E  E  N. 


i;z  E    L    M    E    R    I    C    K. 

QJJ  E  E  N. 

Ah!,  my  .brother! 

Elmerick  has  the  advantage.    [CONRADE  difarntd 
E  L  ME  R  I'CK. 

Take  your  life, 

Youngpnnce.  The  falfe  appearance  that  mifled  you, 
Withholds,  my  hand  from  punifhingyour  rafhnefs ; 
But  as  the  king's  authority  lives  in  me, 
It  may  be  fatal  to  repeat  thefe  infults, 
Which  nor  my  fpirit  nor  my  place  will  bear. 
Remember  you  are  warn'd.    For  you,  proud  queen, 
1  J^tv. an^  forgive  your  groundlefs  hatred, 
And  Mil  have  that  attention  to  your  happinefs, 
To  wifti^  ev'n  from  my  foul,  you  wou'd  review, 
With  an  impartial  eye,  our  different  condudt. 
Wou'd  you  atone  for  error,  make  it  fliort ; 
Reproach  yourfelf,  and  ufe  this  as  a  motive, 
That  he,  whom   you    have  wrong'd,  fcorns  to  re 
proach  you.  [Exit  ELMERICK. 

'  QJJ  E  E  N. 

Moll  exqgifite  !  Legions  of  plagues  and  curfes ! 
Has  heaven  nor  hell  no  vengeance  in  referve, 
No  bolts  toftrike,  no  lightening  to  confume 
This  overbearing  traitor;  who  has  dar'd 
To  talk  of  wrongs,  reproach,  and  teach  us  fear! 

CONRADE. 

Vain  of  disadvantage  fortune  gave  him   o'er  me, 
He  us'd  me  with  the  laft  indignity, 
Gave  me  my  life  in  fcorn,check;d, rated,  threatened, 
But  may  my  fword  ne'er  do  me  right  in  battle, 
May  I  be  blafted  with  a  coward's  name, 
If  *  forget  to  pay  him  this  foul  outrage 
With  double  weight  of  vengeance. 


En!:* 
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Enter   ZENOMIRA. 
Z  E  N  O  M  I  R  A. 
Madam,  Ifmena—     t 

QJJ  E  E  N. 

Ha!  Ifmena,  fay 'ft  thou  !— • 
Say,  Zenomira,  that  her  lord  expe&s  her. 

[Exit  ZENOMIRA. 

C  O  N  R  A  D  E. 

Ifmena  in  my  power!  O  fortune,  fortune  ! 
From  this  bleft  hour  I'll  worfhip  none  but  thee. 
I  might  have  rack'd  my  thoughts  in  vain  for  ages, 
And  ne'e?  have  found  the  thoufandth,  thoufandth 

part 
Of  this  complete,,  this  molt  luxurious  vengeance. 

QJJ  E   EN. 

Revenge,-  thou  -com'll  too  fudden  ; 
And  rife  ft  to  my  view  in  fuch  a  form, 
So  mocking,  fo  tremendous,  that  my  foul 
Shrinks  back  with  horror  now  I  (hou'd  embrace  thee. 
—  I  j  uftify  thy  fcdfn ,  proud  Elmerick, 
B  y  this  degeneiiatS_pity,— Le t  i  t  be  —    -  ••  * 
The  haught'f  regent's  heart  (hall  know  fuch  anguilh, 
That  his  complaints  ihall  move  ey'n  fiends  to  pity. 
And  vengeance  to  repent. — Retire,    my  Conrade, 
And  watch  till  I  have  fent  Ifmena  hence. 

[CONRADE  retires* 
I  amjoloft,  that  only  horror,   ruin , 
Can^cover  my  difgracc. 

Enter  ISMENA  looking  round. 
I  S  M  E  N  A. 

Lord  Elmerick  not  here  1  — 
-Have  my  unheeded  fteps  miftook  their  way  — 

The  queen  !, ajnd  deep  in  thought ! 

E  E  N, 
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QJJ  E  EN. 

-She  has  not  vvrong'd  me— 
But  mifery  is  cruel  and  remorielefs. 

i  s  M  E'N  A. 

Forgive  me,  gracious  queen,  if  I  am  rude, 
"In  vent'ring  thus  to  prefs  on  yoar  retirement ; 
I  was  inform'd  Lord  Elmerick  was  here. 
(^JJ  E  E  N. 

Yes, no,  — he  was— Good  heavens !  how  fhalll 

frame 

My  tongue  to  this  vile  office.  \_Afide* 

I  S  M  E  N  A. 

Are  you  well? 

Pray,  heave npreferve  the  queen  1 — You're  ftrangely 

alter'd  - 

The  blood  foifakes  your  cheeks— you  ftart   and 
tremble. 

QJJ  E  E  N. 
You'd  fee  your  lord,  feek  him  in  thofe  apartments. 

I  S  M  E  N  A. 
For  that  I  came  ;  but  dare  not  leave  you  thus. 

QJJ  E  E  N. 

It  was  a  fhort  diforder,  and  'tis  pafl— 
Go,  you're  expected —  [ 

She  is  gone,  and  ruin, 
Inevitable  ruin  meets  her  there. 
The  mean,  perfidious,  barb'rous  tafk  is  done. 
My  heart  is  adamant,  or  heaven-born  pity 
Had  melted  my  refentments.     Poor  Ifmena  f 
To  be  fo  plac'd  by  fate,  that  love  or  vengeance 
Cou'd  find  no  paffage  to  the  flubborn  breafl 
Of  Elmerick,  but  through  thy  breaking  heart, 

A  CT 
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ACT    IV. 

SCENE   I. 

BELUS    AND    ZENOMIRA. 
B  E  LU  s. 

HEN  you  confefs  that  I  Vebeen  made  the  tool 
J.     Of  fome  yile,£uj;.pofe?  that  my  lord' ne'er  fent 
The  meffageyou  deliver' d  ?  —  faithlefs  woman  ! 
How  mall  I  meet  my  lord's  juft  indignation , 
Or  make  my  conducl  cleaT?" 

ZENOMIRA. 

Prepare  to  curfe, 

Prepare  to  kill  me,  Belus;  or  my  fears 
Will  quickly  end  me,  and  prevent  your  juftice. 

BELUS. 

Falfe  woman !  you've  betray'd  me  into  ruin. 
ZENOMIRA. 

0  we  are  both  betray'd,  and  both  are  ruin'd : 
Both  made  tfai!ift  in  fuch  a  vittamy  ' 

As  heUjyouJd-bluih  to  own,  and  heav'n  and  earth 
MuTTjoin  io  Jk<5  reyeng'd.     O  cruel  queen  ! 
Curil  ConraSe  !  loft  Ifmena ! 

BELUS. 

Conrade !— queen ! 
ZENOMIRA. 

1  fay  the  Queen,  and  Conraae,  and  Ifmena. 
I  faw  her  pafs  to  the  queen's  own  apartment, 
And  curfed  Conrade  follow  her  foon  after. 

The  rooms  were  bar'd. — But  O  the  difmal  cries, 
The  lanaeatations  and  the .ftuieks  that  followed  !— 

BELUS. 
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B  EL  U  S. 

O  loft  Ifmena !  O  unhappy  lord  ! 

Yes  they  become  thee  well,  thefe  gufhing  tears . 

Z  E  NO  M  1  R  A. 

But  danger  prefleson  us— What's  our  duty 
In  this  extreme  ? 

B  E  L  U  S. 

To  be  both  juft  and  cautious  : 
Not  ramly  to  proclaim  what  we  Fave  heard, 
But  boldly  dare  to  (evidence  the,imth, 
And  jultiry~ourfeives,  whenever  cail'd  on— 
But  fee,  limena  conies.     Merciful  heav'ns! 
\Vho  that  beholds  her  now,  can  .dyubtherfufr'rings! 

Z  E  N  O  M  I  R  A. 
Heart-.breaking  fpe&acle  ! 

B  E  L  U  S. 

She  thinks  us  guilty  : 
We  muft  avoid  her  fight.  [Going.}  Her  father's  here ! 

Enter  at  oppojtte  doors  B  A  T  H  n  R  I   and  I  s  M  E  N  A  . 

0  what  a  woful  greeting  !  now !  by  heaven, 

1  know  not  which  demands  compafTion.moft. 

v  •  [Exeunt  B  E  L  u  s  and  Z  E  N  O  M I R  A  „ 

B  A  T  H  OR  I. 

The  regent  fent  to  fee  Ifmena  here  ? — 
Perhaps,  then — 

I  S  M  E  N  A. 

OhJ . 

B  A  T  H  O  RI. 
From  whence  that  mournful  found  ! 

1  S  M  E  N  A. 

Since  life  is  but  a  witncfs  of  my  fhame, 
Why  do  I  longer  bear  it  ? 

4  BATHORI. 
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E  A  T  HORI. 

Som»fad  child 

Of  forrow  and  defpair,  hiding  her  face, 
And  bending  t'v/ards  the  earth,  feems  to  bewail, 
In  bitternefs  of  foul,  fome  dire  misfortune. 

I  S  M  EN  A.. 

Why  is  the  grave,  the  hofpitable  grave, 
The  filent  feat  of  darknefs,  clas'd  to  me  ? 
Almighty  power !  [Raijing  her  face.}  My  father !  ha !  — 

[  Seeing  B  A  T  H  0  n  i . 
B  A  T  H  O  RI. 

Impofiible  ; 

Art  thou  Imena  ?  -  Let  me  doubt  it  dill— 
To  fee  thee  thus,  and  knowthee  for  my  child, 
Mufl  fplit  my  brain  with  horror. 

.  I  S  M  E  N  A. 

Since  my  woes 

Renounce  all  cure,  and,  told,  muft  blail  the  hearer ; 
O  let  me  pour  them  out  to  wilds  and  deferts, 
Shun  all  mankind  but  chiely  ihofs  I  love  I 

B  A  T  H  O  R  I. 

Come,  mylfmena,  to  my  flielt'ring  bofom— • 
Clofe,  clofer  ftill— and  while  I  thus°weep  o'er  thee, 
Tell  me,  my  child—I  know  'twill  break  my  heart,  ^ 
But  let  it  break— come,  tell  me  all  thy  fuff 'rings. 

I  S  M  E  N  A. 

Think  where  I  am,  remember  what  I  told  you 
Of  the  detefted  rage  of  brutal  Conrade. 

B  A  T  HO  RI. 
Then  art  thoajruin'd,  paft  redemption  ruinM  t 

IS  M  E  N  A. 

Pafl,  P^ftj-edemptipn  !  every  other  ill 
May  be  reliev'd  by  hope,,  or.  born  with  patience  ; 
VOL.    II.  N  Here 
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Here  hope's  impoflible,  and  patience  &ui  It. 

B.A  TH  ORI. 
Then  the  lad  facred  bufmefs  is  revenge— 

I  S  M  E  N  A. 

Look  down,  all-pitying  heaven,  on  thefemy  woes, 
Woes  undeferv'd,  and  guiltlefs  mifery  : 
They  plead  my  caufe,'  the  cajife  of  innocence, 
An  injur'dj  violated ,  matron's, caufe  j 
And  fhalithey'plead  in  vain  ? 

B  AT  HO  RI. 

Yes,  my  dear  child, 

In  whom  thy  father's  fecret  foul  rejoic'd ; 
Whofe  goodnefs  and  whofe  happinefs  was  fuch, 
He  found  old  age  delightful ;  let  thy  foes, 
Thofe  kindred-fiends,  to  this  thy  juil  appeal 
Plead  their  high  rank,  and  try  its  weight  with  heaven. 

I  S  M  E  N  A. 

OrElmerick,  whofe  wrath  perhaps  they  fear 
Much  more  than  heaven's. 

B  A  THQ  R  I. 

And  therefore  may  avoid . 

This  afks  fome  thought 

For  who  can  anfwer  for  thy  hufband'stranfport, 
Wife  as  he  is,  when  he  (hall  hear  thy  wrongs  ? 

I  S  M  E  N  A. 

O  what  a  fcene  of  honor  have  you  rais'd  ! 
He'll  rulh,  unarm'd,  on  our  infidious  foes, 
Fall  in  their  toils,  and  perifh.     Yes,  my  woes, 
My  miferies,  enormous  as  they  are, 
Admit  of  aggravation . 

B  A  THO  RI. 

His  danger  wou'd  be  great.     Some  hand  lefs  fear'd 
May  make  revenge  more  certain.   Nay,  'twere  kind 
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To  fpare  thy  lord  fuch  anguifh  and  defpair. 

I  S  MEN  A. 

O  heaven  !  and  earth  !  to  whom  fhall  I  complain, 
Where  pour  my  forrows  forth,  if  not  to  him  ? 

BAT  HORI. 
Think  you  expofe  his  life. 

I  S  M  E  N  A. 

Death  feal  my  lips ! 
B  A  T  H  O  R  I. 

Retire  and  tr.iaft.our  yengeance  to  my  prudence. 
Compofe  thyfelf,  and  when  thou  feeil  thy  lord  — 

I  S  ME  N  A. 
Madnejfs  will  fcize  me, 
Or  raging  grief  difdofe  the  horrid  fecret.       [Exit. 

B  A  THO  RI. 

Sufpenfe  was  eafe  to  this  confirm'd  defpair. 
Would  thou  wert  dead,  Jfmena ! — O  my  child! 
Thou  art  fo  loft  beyond  the  reach  of  hope,. 
That  love  itfeircompels  thy  wretched  father 
To  wilh  'thee  dead ;  and  in  the  bittern efs 
Of  anguifh  mourn  that  ever  thou  wert  born. 
May  one  kind  grave  fpon  hide  thy  woes  and  mine. 
Ifmena  !— oh  !  —  But  while  I  weep  thy  wrongs, 
The  fpoiler  lives  — Thofearethe  queen's  apartments, 
And,  doubtlefs,  there  her  brutal  brother  lurks. 
Nor  CQurtsx_nor  fhrines  and  altars  (hall  protect  him. 
What,  ho  !  within  !  prince  of  Moravia  !  Conrade  ! 
If  thou'rt  a  man,  ftand  forth,  appear  andanfwer, 

Enter  CONRADE. 
CONRAD  E. 
What  infolence  is  this !  — Ifmena's  father !  — 

N  2  BATHORI, 


i  So          E    L    M    E    R    I    C    K. 

B  A  T  HOR  I. 
Yes,  impious  prince,  the  father  of  Ifmena. 

C  O  N  R  A  D  E. 

Forbear,  raftiman  ;  this  foul  reproach  I  pardon. 
Somewhat,  I  grant,  is  due  to  thy  firft  tranfports 
Of  jealous  honour,  and  much  more  from  me 
To  fair  Ifmena's  father. 

B  AT  H  O  R  I. 

Yes,  thy  blood. 
C  ON  R  A  D  E. 

Yet  hold ;  I've  that  to  fay  may  calm  thy  fury. 
B  A  T  H  O  RI. 

Coward ! 

C  ON  RAD  E. 
I  fmile,  old  man, 

And  will  be  heard.  Your  daughter  has  been  wrong'd, 
But  moil  by  her  ungrateful,  faithlefs  lord  ; 
Whofe  rude  attempt  upon  the  queen,  my  filler, 
Makes  what  I've  done  a  jufl,  though  bold,  reprifal. 
Let  him  atone  his  treafonous  preemption. 
Which,  be  afTur'd,  he  anfwers  with  his  life  ; 
And  let  me  periih,  if  I  not  reilore 
The  injur'd  honour  of  your  lov'd  Ifmena 
With  vaft  increafe,  and  feat  her  on  a  throne. 

B  A  T  H  O  R  I. 

I'd  rather  fee  her  in  the  arms  of  death 
Than  reigning  o'er  the  univerfe  with  thce. 
Mark  thy  progreffion, 
From  rape  to  fubor nation,  thence  to  murder. 

Long-fuffering  heaven,   whofe  patience  thou  ha$ 
tir'd. 

Calls,  loud  for  vengeance  on  thee.  [Draws. 

C  O  N  R  AD  E. 
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C  O  N  R  A  D  E. 

Frantick  man  ! 
Enter  QUEEN,  LORDS,  and  Guards,  who  inter pofe, 

QJJ  E  E  N. 

You  lords  of  Hungary,    behold  this  fight, 
And  vindicate  your  hofpitality. 
Is  this  fit  treatment  for  a  royal  gueft  ? 
Will  you  endure  this  more  than  barb'rous  outrage, 
And  fhare  the  guilt  of  him  and  his  confed'rates  ? 
Who  tvvicejhis  day,  and  for  a  caufe  too  vile 
For  me  to  name,  have  fought  my  brother's  life. 

FIRST      LORD. 

How  mail  we  reconcile  what  we  have  feen 
With  your  known  wifdom,  and  confummate  virtue? 

B  A  T  H  OR  I. 

Believe  me,  friends,  there  is,  there  is  a  caufe 
For  what  you  faw,  for  what  I  fain  wou'd  hide, 
Thefe  eyes  Hill  fwelling  with  unmanly  tears  ; 
Which  when  you  know,  you'll  join  with  me  to  curfe 
The  chance thatbrought  you,  to  prevent  my  juilice. 

FIRST     LORD. 

The  great,  good  man  !   fo  long,  fo  often  prov'd 
Thefearlefs  advocate  of  injur'd  innocence, 
Wou'd  he  fhed  tears, 

And  call  for  juilice  when  no  wrong  was  done  him  ? 
Judge  others  as  they  pleafe,  I  will  not  think  it. 

SECOND      LORD. 
Nor  I. 

THIRD     LORD. 
Nor  I. 

FOURTH     LORD. 
Why  is  that  wrong  conceal'd  ? 

N  3  BATHORI- 
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B  A  T  H  O  RI. 

For  moft  important  reafons :  Though  I  fear 
It  will  too  foon  be  known. 

FOURTH     LORD. 

"Tillthea,  my  lord. 

Excufe  me,  if  I  think  our  country's  honour 
Muft  fuffer  by  yourconduft. 

FIFTH     LORD. 

That's  my  judgment. 
B  A  T  H  O  R  I. 

If  your  knowledge  of  me  cannot  gain 
Some  credit  to  my  word,   at  leaft  fufpend 
Your  hafty  cenfures.  [Going. 

FIRST     LORD. 

We  accept  your  word, 
And  vow  to  fhare  your  counfelsand  your  fortune. 

B  A  T  H  O  R  I. 

You're  truly  noble.     And  be  well  ailur'd 
That  'tis  an  honeft  cauie,  and  worth  efpouling. 

[Exeunt  BATH  OR  i,   i,  2,  3  Lords. 

QJU  E  E  N. 
UnmannerM  traitors ! 

From  you,  my  lords,  who  think  and  aft  more  nobly, 
What  may  infulted  majcfty  expect  ? 

FOURTH     LORD. 

All  that  becomes  good  fubje&s,  who  will  guard 
The  venerable  rights  of  hofpitality. 
FIFTH     LORD. 
Bathori,  whofe  rafn  conducl  we  condemn, 
At  our  joint  charge,  mall  anfwer  to  the  regent 
His  bold  attempt. 

QJJ  E  E  N. 
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QJJ  E  E  N. 

The  regent ! • 

His  daughter's  hufband  !  his  confed'rate  !— 

FIFTH     LORD. 

No  kindred,  madam,  will  prevail  with  Elmerick 
To  Mp'fhc courfe  of  j  uftice. 

QJLJ  E  E  N. 

Left  to  him, 

Whofe  daring  infolence  has  been  the  fource 
Q£,  thefe  fierce  difcords !  Lords,  if  you  regard 
The  pufjlick  fafety,  if  you  love  the  king, 
Or  dare  defend  your  queen  from  fouleft  infalt ; 
Go  find  him  now,  attack  him  unprepar'd, 
Stand  not  on  forms,  the  leaft  delay  is  fatal. 

FOURTH     LORD. 
Your  pardon,   madam  — 

FIFTH     LORD. 
Our  zeal  mall  never  make  aflaffins  of  us. 

QJJ  E  E  N. 

Nor  men,  tame  lords.    You  who  have  feen  my  bro 
ther 

AfTaulted  with  a  murderous  intent, 
Is  this  your  boailed  loyalty  and  honour? 

FOURTH  LORD. 
Thefe  bind  us  to  refpecl:  the  character, 
The  dignity  and  perfon  of  the  regent. 

FIFTH     LORD. 

If  you,  my  queen,  or  you,  great  prince  are  wrong'd, 

The  king  will  do  you  juflice.         \ExeuM  LORDS. 

C  O  N  R  A  D  E. 

Canting  traitors ! 
They  go  to  join  our  foe,    and  fvvell  his  power : 

N  4  This 
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This  fhrub  of  one  day's  growth,  this  idol  regent 
Attracts  their  ready  worThip. 

QJJ  E  EN. 

Let  them  go. 

Now  by  the  burning  rage  that  drinks  my  blood 
The  fools  fpokc  true  :    the  king  (hall  do  us  juiHce. 

CONR  A  DE. 
Elmerick, 
His  influence-— 

QJJ  E  E  1ST. 

We  will  accnfe  hjmjiril. 
The  king  has  not  ye~t  reach'd  Alba-Regalis, 
You  Toon  will  overtake  him.     What  you  faw 
Of  Elmerick'sbafe  purpofe  ftrongly  urg'd, 
Join'd  with  the  earneft  letters  I  (hall  write, 
Will  fo  alarm  and  prcpofTefs  the  king, 
That  all  complaints  of  their  Ifmena's  fufFrings 
Will  be  regarded  as  an  after  feint, 
A  mean  device  to  fcreen  her  guilty  lord. 
What  are  your  thoughts  ? 

C  O  N  R  A  D  E . 

That  thouwait  born  to  triumph. 
This  traijor,.  wJxen  unmafk'd,  fhall  f*ll  unpitied 
By  all  mankind,  and  hated  by  ifmena. 

QJJ  E  E  N. 
Still  your  Ifmena ! 

C  O  N  R  A  D  E. 

O  my  bed  Matilda! 

Thrhopcs  that  freed  by  death  from  her  falfe  hufband, 
And  of  his  crimes  convinced,  fhe  then  may  deign 
To  blefs  my  vows,    and  mars  my  future  throne, 
Are  more  than  faf'ety,  life,  or  vengeance  to  me. 
My  blind  iir.peuious  panion  once  defir'd 

5  Thofe 
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ThQfe,cMrms  alone  which  violence,  cou'd  gain  ; 
But  now  the  ajarice.pf  '.  love  afpires 
To  mutual  blifs,  and  more  reiin'd  difdains 
TH'lmperfed  pleafure  which  her  will  deny'd. 

QJJ  E  E  N. 

She  may  be  wholly  and  for  ever  your's. 
You  mark'd  with  how  much  care  the  cautious  fire 
Preferv'd  the  fecret  of  his  daughter's  wrongs. 

C  ON  R  A  D  E. 

Oh  may  I  live  to  make  her  reparation 
By  gentleft  love  for  wrongs  whicK  nqwjrny  foul 
and  fickens  at  the  vile  remembrance. 


QJJ  E  E  N. 

Live  and  be  blefs'd.     I  do  not  hate  Iftnena  : 
Cutoff,  thatfource  of  both  our  wrongs,  her  huiband, 
And  my  tormenting  thirft  of  vengeance  ceafes. 

CON  R  A  D  E. 
Prepare  your  letters.     I'll  be  inilant  ready. 

[Exit   CONRADE. 

QJJ  E  E  N. 

Yes,  I  will  humble  that  exalted  mien, 
And  teach  this  new  made  regent's,  pride  fabmifiion. 
He  is  fecure,    and  let  him  be  fo  ftill  ; 
Till  my  revenge,  a  flighted  queen's  revenge, 
Burft  forth,  and  blaft  him  with  unthought  of  ruin. 

[Exit  QUEEN. 
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SCENE     II. 

JSMENA'S  Apartment. 
Enter  ELMERICK  running  to  embrace  her. 

ELMERICK. 

Thou  haft  too  long  been  abfent,  my  Ifmena  ! 
Athoufand  anxious  cares  have  fill'd  my  heart 
Since  Tbeheldtriee  laft.     But  thou  art  found, 
Who  ne'er  appear'd  to  my  defiring  eyes 
But  peace  and  comfort  and  delight  came  with  thee. 
O  take  me  to  thy  arms,  and  quite  extinguifh 
The  memory  of  pain. 

I  S  M  E  N  A. 
O  mifery ! 

\Refufing  to  emir  ace  him. 
Unequal'd  mifery !  I  am  excluded 
For  ever  from  thofe  arms. 

ELMERICK. 

All-gracious  heaven! 
What  mean  thefe  broken  thoughts,    this   lab'rirtg 

anguifh, 
My  foul,   thou  fum  of  all  my  joys,  my  wife  ! 

I  S  ME  N  A. 
Thou  haft  no  wife. 

ELMERICK. 
Diftraftion ! 
J  S  M  E  N  A. 

I'm  a  wretch 
Without  a  name,  and  fain  wou'd  quit  my  being. 

ELMERICK. 

Protect  me,   heaven!  Ifmena!  what  dire  thought 
Shakes  thy  fweet  foul  with  fuch  tempeftuous  agony  ? 
What  ill  fofudden,  fince  we  parted  laft, 

Preventing 
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Preventing  e'en  my  fears,  has  burft  upon  thee? 
Say,    tell  me  — 

I  S  M  E  N  A. 

No,  I  cannot,   dare  not  tell  you  : 
You  cannot  bear  it.     Though  I  ne'er  conceal'd 
A  thought  before,  I  mult  be  filent  now. 

ELMERICK. 

What  can  this  mean  ?  and  yet  I  dread  to'know- 
Perhaps  the  envious  queen  has  wrong  d  my  trutn, 
Can  you  fufped  my  love? 

I  S  M  E  N  A. 

You  love  too  well : 

0  that  'twere  in  your  power  to  love  me  lefs ! 

ELMERICK. 

Nay,  then  I'm  loft  indeed -pronounce  my  doom; 
But  let  me  hear  it  folded  in  thy  arms. 

I  S  M  E  N  A. 
Avoid  me,  fly,  and  think  of  me  no  more. 

ELMERICK. 
What!   fliunmyarms,  Ifmena! 
I  S  M  E  N  A. 

There's  my  mifery 

1  muft  for  ever  fhun  'em  -Now,    my  father, 
Where  is  your  prudence  ?  mult  I  feem  amonier, 
Ungrateful,  falfe  toElmerick;   or^bring 

— Detefted  thought— pollution  to  his  arms  ? 

ELMERICK. 
Pollution!    madnefsl 

I  S  M  E  N  A. 

I  have  been  betray'd, 
Bafely  betray'd  to  infamy  and  ruin, 
Render'!  unworthy  of  thy  chafte  embraces. 

That 
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That  execrable  fiend,  that  monfler  Conrade 
Has  robb'd  me  of  my  honour. 

E  L  M  E  R  I  C  K. 

Hear  me,  heaven ! 

Let  not  this  whirlwind  of  o'erwhelming  paffioa 
Tear  up  my  being-  let  me  live  whole  ages 
Though  raging  with  defpair,  rather  than  die 
And  leave  her  unreveng'd. 

IS  M  EN  A. 

Had  not  religion 

Withheld  my  hand,  whofe  law  forbids  felf-murder, 
(That  fhortand  eafy  cure  for  fhame  and  anguifh) 
Thefe  ibrrows  ne'er  had  reach'd  you. 

E  L  M  E  R  I  C  K. 

Talk  not  thus, 

Talk  not  of  dying  ;  thou  art  innocent, 
Thy  mind  unftain'd  ;  thy  wrongs  ihall  be  reveng'd, 
And  thou  flill  blefs  my  days.  • 
I  S  ME  N  A. 

It  cannot  be : 

My  power  to  blefs  is  loft.     I  am  the  blot, 
The  only  blot  of  Elmerick's  fair  honour.-— 
O  !  why  was  it  committed  to  the  charge 
Of  one  foheedlefs,  fo  improvident, 
Guardian  unworthy  of  a  trail  fo  noble? 

E  L  M  E  RI  C  K. 
O  my  Ifmena ! 

I  S  M  E  N  A. 
O  my  deareft  lord  ! 

Alas  you  weep— I  cannot  bear  your  tears. 
They  melt  my  finneil  purpofe- but  farewell- 
One  lail embrace,  as  on  a  dying  friend, 
It  will  not  (lain  your  glory  to  bfitow 
(Dn.  v«mr  undone  Ifmena — 

ELMERICK. 
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E  L  M  E  R  I  CK. 

To  my  bofom 

With  tenderer  fondnefs  did  I  never  prefs  thee. 
Here  reft,  my  love,  awhile,  and  loie  thy  woes. 

I  S  M  E  N  A. 

The  greatnefs  of  my  woes  will  make  'em  Ihort : 
I  feel  my  vital  powers  decay  apace. 
To  part  with  thee,    was  all  that  e'er  appeared 
Dreadful  to  me  in  death — that's  paft  already — 
And  all  to  come  is  eafe  and  foft  repofe. 
When  I'm  no  more,  remember,  Elrnerick, 
My  reverend  father  ;  comfort  and  fupport  him 
Thebeft  you  can  :  my  lofs  will  touch  him  nearly. 
I  fee  you  burn  for  vengeance,  but  beware; 
The  cruel?treach'rous  queen  con fpir'd  with  Conrade. 

ELMERICK. 

Alike  remote  from  raftinefs  and  from  fear, 
rn'trace^this  helli.m  myftery  to  its  fouree, 
Andrdealto  each,  with  an  inflexible 
And  equal  hand,  the  portion  they  deferve : 
I'll  weigh  it  as  the  action  of  my  life 
Thatmuft  give  name  and  value  to  the  whole; 
Andraife  a  monument  to  thee  and  juftice 
Shall  ftrike  exalted  wickednefs  with  terror, 
And  freeze  the  boiling  blood  of  future  Conrades. 
Farewell,  be  patient,  andexpeft  th'  event. 

[Exeunt. 
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A  C  T     V. 

SCENE     I. 

QJT  E  E  N. 

TO  recoiled  and  judge  our  aftions  pail, 
May  yield  inftruftion     lapprove  my  caution, 
And  blefs  the  fortune  that  conceal'd  my  weaknefs 
For  the  j>roud  regent,  even  from  my  brother. 
My  feeming  innocence  preferyes.  refpedt, 
And  gives  him  life  and  vigour  to  purfue 
My  daring  fcheme  to  cruih  the  man  I  hate. 
Shou'd  it  fucceed,    fecure  from  all  reproach, 
Life  may  be  worth  my  care. 

Enter  ZENOMIRA. 

I  had  forgot  — 

This  woman  knows  too  much— her  lover  too— 
They  may  be  dangerous — that  too  Ihou'd  be  thought 

on, 
And  mall  be  fo  hereafter —What's  your  bufmefs  ? 

ZENOMIRA. 
Madam,    the  regent  a{ks  to  be  admitted. 

QJJ  E  E  N. 

Why  fhou'd  I  be  alarm'd  ?— No,  'tis  not  fear 
That  gives  this  fudden  ficknefs  to  my  heart : 
This  tremor,   thefe  convuliive  ftarts  proceed 
From  ftrong  averfion  only  —  I  contemn  him.   [dpart. 
Yes,  let  him  enter.  [Exit  ZENOMIRA. 

I'll  enjoy  his  anguiih 
Safe  in  my  fex  and  dignity,  I'll  tell  him, 
That  'tis  my  pride  and  glory  to  have  made  him 
The  very  wretch  he  is. 

Enter 
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Enter  ELMERICK  and  ZENOMIRA. 
Z  E  N  OM  I  R  A. 

Madam,    the  regent— 
ELMERICK. 

I've  orders,  madam,  from  your  lord  and  mine 
Fit  only  for  your  ear. 

QJJ  E  E  N. 

What  gloomy  grandeur  he  affumes  ! 
Whatinfolent  tranquillity  he  bears  ! 
You  may  withdraw.  [Exit  ZENOMIRA. 

ELMERICK. 
I  hear,   Conrade  is  fled. 

QJJ  E  E  N. 

You've  bad  intelligence,   the  flate  muft  fuffer 
While  you're  no  better  ferv'd  :    he  fcorns  to  fly, 
And  will-  confront  you  foon. 

ELMERICK. 

Till  then,  let  guilt 
And  fear  attend,  and  keep  the  villain  waking. 

Q^tr  E  E  N. 

You  come  to  rail:  begin,  I  Hand  colle&ed, 
Nay,  will  aflift  you.  You  refused  my  love, 
And  in  my  turn,  I  have  undone  Ifmena. 

ELMERICK. 
You  do  confefs  it  then  ? 


E  E  N. 

I  glory  in  it. 

To  wound  you  where  I  knew  you  moft  fecure, 
To  taint  your  heaven,    to  curfe  you  in  Ifmena, 
Was  my  centrivance  :    Conrade's  defperate  paflion, 
Subfervient  to  my  vengeance,  wrought  her  ruin. 

ELMERICK. 
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E  L  ME  R  I  C  K. 

This  I  had  charg'd  you  with;  but,  felf-convifted, 
My  pains  are  fpar'd,    and  here  your  procefs   ends. 

[4  pauje. 

Thou  awful  power,  vvhofe  bright  tremendous  {'word 
Rules  heaven  and  earth,  while  hell  refills  in  vain, 
Inexorably  firm,  eternal  juftice; 
Fearlefs  I  offer  up  this  high  delinquent 
To  you  and  to  Ifmena  :  deign  t'  accept 
No  common  facrifice,  and  may  it  prove 
A  folemn  leffon  and  a  dreadful  warning  / 
T'inllru&and  to  alarm  a  guilty  world. 


£  E  N. 

Doft  thou  prefume,   the  fubjedtof  our  throne, 
To  menace  me  with  juftice  ? 

ELMERICK. 

You're  no  fovereign, 
Your  king's  authority  refides  in  me. 

Q^U  E  E  N. 
Not  to  aflaffinate  his  queen.  Help.  Treafon.[CW/j. 

ELMERICK. 

Ceafe  your  vain  clamour,    and  prepare  to  die  : 
I've  taken  meafures  not  to  be  prevented. 

QJJ  E  E  N. 
Traitor,  think  who  I  am,    refpeft  my  rank. 

ELMERICK. 
That  you  fhou'd  have  refpecled. 
The  blackeft  aggravation  of  your  guilt 
Is  from  your  rank,  and  other  benefits 
Receiv'd  from  heaven  :  not  to  have  done  much  good 
With  your  advantages,  forfeits  them  all, 
And  leaves  you  debtor  to  avail  account  5 
But  their  abufe  ..... 

QJU  E  E  N. 
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QJJ  E  E  N. 

And  who  fli  all  judge  of  that? 
ELMERICK. 

All  may,  and  ran  ft,  who  feel  and  fuffer  by  it  ; 
But  I've  a  double  right  to  judge  and  punifh. 
The  ignominy  of  a  bar  and  fcaftbld, 
Which  cur  ftrict  laws,  and  yourhigh  crimes  demand  j 
For  the  king's  honour,   here  I  take  upon  me 
At  my  own  peril  to  remit,   and  make 
Myfelf  your  only  judge,  and  this  your  fcaffbld. 
If  you've  not  fm'd  beyond  the  hopes  of  pardon, 
But  wou'd  in  pray'r  and  penitential  tears 
Employ  a  few  fhort  moments,    they  are  yours  —  • 
The  utmoft  of  my  mercy. 

QJJ  E  E  N. 

So  determin'd  ! 
The'king's  arrival  yet  wou'd  change  our  fates. 

[Af.de. 
Cruel  man  ! 

Blame  your  own  fcorn  for  what  I've  raflily  done, 
And  let  us  now  exchange  mutual  forpivenefs. 


ELMERICK. 

I  have  not  gone  thus  far  without  confulting 
R.eafon  and  juilice,  with  the  extent  and  end 
Of  that  great  power  and  truft  imposed  upon  me  : 
No,  had  the  wrong  you've  bafely  done  my  wife, 
Been  done  the  meaneil  peafant's  wife  in  Hungary, 
Nor  rank,  nor  vain  intreaties  fhou'd  protect  you.   ^ 

QJJ  E  E  N. 

Conrade  is  gone  t'  accufs  you  to  the  king— 
You  know  how  well  the  ftrong  appearance  won 
My  brother's  credit  to  th'  imputed  crime  ; 
My  death  wou'd  be  fo  full  a  conErmatiQa 
VOL.  II.  O  0f 
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Of  all  I  charg'd  you  with,  that  certain  ruin, 
And  everlaftmg  infamy,    mull  follow. 

E  L  M  E  R  I  C  K. 

And  do  you  thus  atop  e_  for  your  offences  ? 
Js  this  the  ufe  you  make  of  my  indulgence, 
To~Tx)alJ "new  crimes  ? 

QJJ  E  E  N. 

To  warn  you  of  your  danger. 
I  tell  you  once  again,  you  dare  not  kill  me. 

E  L  M  E  R  I  C  K. 

I  dare  not  let  you  live,  for  that's  injuftice, 
The  only  thing  I  fear  :  and  had  you  fear'd  it, 
YolftenJeen  iafe  and  happy.     Enter  now 
Ye  miniilers  of  juftice  :  do  your  office. 

Enter  the  Executioners.     While  they  prepare  to  Jlr an 
gle  /:er,  Jbe /peaks. 

Q^U  E  E  N. 

Is  there  no  help  then?  muft  I  fall  his  victim  ? — 
Almighty  power,  who  gav'ft  me  my  exigence, 
And  with  it  ftrong  affections  and  averfions, 
Why  haft  thou  dealt  fo  very  hardly  with  me  ? 
If  you  have  mercy-  \^T hey  pull  her  into  therecefsinthc 
back  fccne  and Jlr -angle  her,} 

ELMERICK. 

O  let  her  life  atone  for  all  its  errors ! — 
Thus  I  fupply  the  interrupted  pray 'r 
That  death  breaks  off,  and  may  it  find  acceptance ! 
Tthe  fierceft  anger  in  the  human  mind 
Shou'd  reach  but  to  the  grave. — Belus. 

Enter  BELUS. 

BELUS. 
-*:  My  lord, 

What  is  your  pleafure? 

I.  L  WE  RICK. 
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ELMERICK. 

We  muft  feek  the  king. 
B  E  L  U  S. 
'My  lady's  father,  and  th*  afTembled  peers  — 

ELMERICK. 
'Tis  true,   I  had  forgot.     Behold  within  there. 

[Pointing  to  the  recefs  in  the  backfcens. 

B  E  L  U  S. 

Alas !  my  lord  ! —  [Seeing  theQusen. 

ELMERICK. 
At  what  are  you  furpriz'd? 

B  E  L  U  S. 
The  queen  is  dead! 

ELMERICK. 

She  is,   and  by  my  fentence. 
Havel  done  ought  unjuft? 

B  E  LU  S. 

I  dare  not  fay  it, 
Yet  ftand  aftonifh'd  at  the  rigorous  deed. 

ELMERICK. 

So  do  not  I  that  wickednsfs  abounds, 
When  juftice  is  a  wonder.     Seek  the  peers, 
And  biing  'em  to  behold  what  thou  hail  feen. 

B  E  L  U  S. 

You  wou'd  not  have  this  known  ? 
ELMERICK. 

Not  have  it  known ! 
The  bufinefs  of  my  life  is  to  proclaim  it. 

[Exit  BEL  us. 

O  thou  impartial,  univerfal  power, 
Wife  nature^  eldeft  law,  wrote  by  herfelf 

O  2  Upon 
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Upon  the  heart  of  man,  eternal  juftice  ; 
Jnfpir'd  by  tliee,  with  one  determin'd  blow, 
I  have  redreft  my  poor  Ifmena's  wrongs, 
(As  far  as  wrongs  like  her'scan  be  redrefs'd) 
And  wip'd  difhonour  from  my  houfe  and  name  : 
And  now  if  I  am  call'd  to  be  thy  martyr, 
My  race  will  end  with  glory. 

BATHORI  and  Lords. 


B  A  T  H  O  R  I. 

I  have  declar'd 

To  thefe  right  noble  lords,  as  you  commanded, 
The  queen  and  Conrade's  moft  inhuman  guilt. 

ELMERICK. 

Then  judge,  my  lords,  whether  this  dreadful  aft 
Merits  reproach  or  praife.       {Pointing  to  the  queen. 
FIRST     LORD. 

Speak  he  that  can. 
SECOND     LORD. 
Aflonifliingly  bold— 

THIRD     LORD. 

But  righteous  vengeance  : 
Unprecedented  juflice  I 

B  A  T  H  O  RI. 

Yes,   this  tran  {bends  example.     Gracious  heaven  \ 
May  I  but  live  to  'fee  her  brother  thus!  — 
FIRST      LORD. 

Sir,   your  intereft 

May  make  you  partial  :  not  that  we  condemn 

Or  juftify  the  regent  :   to  the  king 

We  muft  refer  his  fentence. 

ELMERICK. 
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ELMERICK. 

/Tisbutjuft. 

And  fo  may  heaven  deal  with  my  foul  hereafter, 
When  I  (hall  (land  at  that  all-feeing  bar; 
As  I  will  render  up  a  ftri<ft  account, 
Urge  to  the  king  himfelf  his  queen's  mifdoing, 
And  feek  my  judge  with  his  wife's  blood  upon  me. 

FIRST      LORD. 

Heard  you  that  trumpet  ?       [Flotirife  of  Trumpets. 
SECOND     LORD. 

See,  the  king  appears. 
EttterKiNQt  CONRADE,  and  Attendants, 

KING. 

Where  is  this  patriot  who  defies  all  law, 
And  ufes  our  authority  for  treafon  ? 
I  afk  for  Elmerick. 

E  L  M  E  R  I  C  K. 

Your  loyal  fubjeft, 

The  palatine  and  regent  of  your  kingdom, 
Who  bears  that  name,  is  here. 

KING. 

Doth  not  the  prefence  of  thy  king  confound  thee  ? 

ELMERICK. 
I  burnt  with  flrong  impatience  till  I  faw  him. 

KING. 

Where  is  Matilda  ?  go  and  call  the  queen: 

Let  her  appear,  and  ihike  the  traitor  dumb, 

— What  means  this  gloomy  filcnce  ?  arc  you  motion- 

lefs  ? 
Why  am  I  not  obey'd? 

03  ELM  E  RICK. 
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E  L  M  E  R  I  CK. 

I  pray,  give  back — • 

Behold,  unhappy  king,  to  what  my  juftice 
lias  brought  thy  guilty  queen. 
KING. 

Heavenly  powers ! 

Matilda!  ami  come,  though  on  the  wings 
Df  love,  too  late  to  fave  thee? 

[Runs  to  the  lody  In  the  recefs. 

C  0  NR  A  DE. 

O  my  fifter  ! 
Are  thefe  our  promis'd  joys  ?  is  this  our  triumph  ? 

E  L  M  E  R  I  C  K. 
Sufpend  the  hufband,  and  exert  the  king.  <S 

KING. 

Injiuman  wretch  !  I  will  exert  the  king, 
And  give  new  jnajefty  and  dou-ble  terror 
To  that  important  name,  for  thy  deftruclion. 

E  L  M  E  RICK. 

Sir,  I  refi<m  my  life  without  reluctance ; 
Take,  if  you  pleafe,  my  head.  But  know,  your  fame 
Is  in  the  balance,  and  your  sonduft  now 
MuJ  fix--yo«r  character  to  all  pofterity  ; 
IVIuft  place  you  in  the  lift  of  lawlefs  tyrants, 
Or  kingSjuwhofe  virtue  dignify'd  the  office, 
And  honoured  human  nature.     If  you  think 
The  abject  fear  of  death,  not  a  regard 
To  your  yet  fpotlefs  virtue  and  renown, 
Infpires  my  tongue,  you've  my  companion,    fir. 
Monarch s  are  men—  1'vefaid  -  anduieyourpleaiure. 

KING. 

I  thought  I  knew  thee  well:  _  hence  my  amazement 
!<;  eoual  to  my  grief  and  indignation. 

Had'ft 
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Had'ft  thou  the  tongue  of  angels,  cou'dft  thou  hope 
To  clear  thyfelf  of  my  Matilda's  death  ? 

E  L  M  E  R  I  C  K. 

Nor  was  it  e'er  my  purpofe  to  attempt  it ; 
But  I've  a  right  to  juftify  myfelf 
If  innocent,  and  to  be_ heard  with  patience. 
But  if  thro'  pajlionate  and  blind  prevention 
You  do  refufe  to  hear,  I  had  rather  die 
Than  bear  the  unavailing  name  of  palatine, 
Firft  guardian  of  the  rights  of  freeborn  Hungary, 
And  live  a  witnefs  to  an  innovation 
So  fatal  to  my  country. 

KING. 

Thou  haft  touch'd 

My  inmoil  foul.     I'd  rather  thou  moud'fl  'fcape, 
T/ian  fix  a  precedent  which  may  be  urg'd 
Hereafter,  to  fupprefs  the  voice  of  truth  ; 
Lofe  the  benignant  character  of  king, 
And  change  my  glories  for  a  tyrant's  marm, 
You  fhall  be  heard  :    A  feat  -  O  my  Matilda 
Forgive  this  fhort  delay.     Let  the  ram  man, 
Endeavouring  to  defend,  cony  id  him/elf, 
And  fail.the  more  abhor.rj3. 

E  t  M  E  R  I  C  K. 

You  may  remember,  ftr, 
When  you  appointed  me  your  fubftitute, 
You  did  pronounce,  in  prelenceof  your  flates, 
The  worft  abufe  of  law  and  all  juft  power,         | 
Is  when  the "great  orfend  and  pafs  unpuniih'd.  [ 
This  you  injoin'd  me  ftrongly  not  to  fufFer, 
Nor  bear  the  fvvord  in  vain.     You've  been  obey'd  — 
The  queen  tranfgrefs'd  -  and  I  have  done  my  duty. 

KING. 
Your  duty,    fir!    dare  you  affirm  the  queen,— 

04  ELMERICK. 
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E  L  M  E  R  I  C  K. 

Deferv'd  the  death  I  gave  her.     Hear  me  out. 
If,  with  deep  fore-thought  and  deliberate  malice. 
To  plot  and  to  effect  a  matron's  ruin, 
To  give  her  up  to  a  lewd  fpoiler's  rage, 
By  laws  divine^and  human,  be  pronounc'd 
A  crime  deferving  death,  the  guilty  queen 
Drew  on  herfelf  thejuftice  I  inflifted. 
Her  wicked  agent  Conrade,  her  vile  brother, 
Who  ftain'd  the  purity  of  my  Ifmena, 
Is  left  to  prove  your  juflice.  [KING  rifei. 

KING. 

Can  it  be! 
Thy  lovely,   chafl.e  Ifmena! 

ELMERICK. 

She,  my  wife. 

Lovely  (he  was,  and  chafte;    and  not  lefs  worthy 
That  juft  regard  the  mcaneft  may  pretend  to, 
I  truft,  for  being  mine. 

CONRADE.  © 

Evafive  traitor ! 

Say  for  what  caufe,  with  impious  profanation, 
You  dar'd  attempt  your  matter's  facred  bed ; 
And  I  may  deign  to  anfwcr  to  your  charo-e. 

K  I  N  G. 

Is  this  the  court  of  Suda?  this  vileftage 
Of  lewdnefs,  death,  and  black  recrimination  ? 
Of  what  a  fuddeii  growth  is  rank  corrugtio^J 
That,  during  my  fhort  abfences '  Tia'thTnfecled " 
My  hcufe  and  thrcne,  thoTe  I  moil  lov'd  and  trailed. 
— But  bring  the  cleareft  proof  olihis  foul  charge 
Againfr  my  queen  an 'c^brotTier,  or  eypeft 
The  felf-fame  mercy  thou  hnlL.Sie.wn  to  her: 

7-  "Whom, 
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Whom,  if  thy  accusation  be  unjuft, 
Thou'ft  bafely  murder'd  twice. 

E  L  ME  R  I  C  K. 

I  have  the  ftrongeft  proofs, 
My  wife's  accufing  tears,  who  cou'd  not  forge 
To  her  own  ruin  and  to  my  dishonour 
A  tale  fo  full  of  lhame.     But  more,  the  queen, 
The  queen  herfelf,  triumphant  in  her  malice, 
Confefs'd  it  to  my  face  and  glory 'din  it* 

KING. 

And  will  Ifmena  vouch  it  ? — I  think  highly 
Of  your  wife's  truth  ; — fo  did  I  of  Matilda's—* 
I'll  not  condemn  heron  a  fmgle  witnefsi 
Ifmena  is  but  one,  thy  word  is  nothing. 

E  L  M  E  R  1  GK. 
I  have  yet  farther  proofs.     Perufe  this  fcroll, 

{Giving  the  king  a  paper. 
This  full  avowal  of  the  hellifh  deed, 
Witnefs'd  by  thefe  who  both  were  actors  in  it, 

[Pointing  to  BELUS  and  ZENOMIRA. 
Without  defigningill,  which  I  produce 
With  ftrong  reluctance,  as  it  fpeaks  a  vveaknefs 
Of  the  loft  queen,  which  I  wou'd  fain  conceal. 

KING. 

Why  mou'd  I  tremble  thus  ?  let  truth  appear, 
And  fliame  light  where  it  will.  Madnefs  and  death ! 

[Reads. 

Confefs  a  guilty  paffion  for  the  regent!  — 
Can  thefe  things  be  !— that  dignity  of  fpirit, 
That  high  demeanour  {loop  to  luch  dilhonour !  — 
How  (hall  I  credit—what  1  can't  reject? 
How  root  out  fixt  ideas  from  a  heart 
Matilda  jill'd,  and Beiid  it  to  conviction?  — 

O  Elmerick ! 
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0  Elmerick!  I  fee  the  pois'nous  fource 
Of  our  united  woes- 

ELMERICK. 

Her  will  refus'd, 
She  offer'd  at  her  life — 

C  O  NRA  D  E. 

This  claims  attention. 
ELMERICK. 

Which  while  I  ftrove  to  fave,    her  brother  entered  ; 
And,  by  her  art  deceived,  attempted  mine : 
The  reft  that  paper  fpeaks. 

C  ONR  A  DE. 

Too  fatal  truth! 
'Twas  gallant  in  him  then  not  to  accufe  her. 

1  fee  my  fate,  and  am  prepar'd  to  meet  it.     \_dfide. 

KING. 

You  do  acknowledge,  and  confirm  for  truth 
All  that  is  here  contain 'd  ?        [To  BEL.  ##</ZEN. 

BOTH. 

So  heaven  deal  with  us. 

KING. 
'Tis  all  too  plain  :  herlawlefs  love,  fierce  malice, 

Conrade's  foul  rage,  and  poor  Ifmena's  ruin 

To  find  her  guilty,  is  to  find  .her  hateful  : 
And  I  wou'd  hate—what  once  I  dearly  lov'd. 
No  blood  -  but  tears,  and  thcfe  too  weakly  fhed, 
Muft  ilream  o'er  thy  diihonourable  hearfe, 
Unhappy,  falfe  Matilda  !  — but  no  more. — 
I  will  difmifs  this  weak  unworthy  foftnefs. 

Let  Elmerick  go  weep. Ifmena's  wrongs 

May  call  forth  tears  that  manhood  may  be  proud  of, 
To  weep  Ifmena  is  to  fsel  for  virtue. 

How 
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How  is  it  with  her  forrovvs  ?  from  this  hour 

My  tendereft  care  fnall  be  to  give  them  comfort. 

ELMERICK. 

I  fear  her  forrows  ne'er  will  tafte  of  comfort. 
But  fee,  the  meflenger  I  fent  returns. 

Enter   MESSENGER. 
MESSENGER. 

J  come,  my  lord • 

ELMERICK. 
Be  brief:  how  fares  my  wife  ? 
MESSENGER. 

As  angels  fare, 

With  whom  ihe  now  inhabits.    When  you  fent  me, 
I  found  her  in  the  arms  of  her  attendants  — 
Fainting  me  feem'd-  but  when  I  told  my  meflage 
Sherais'd  her  head,  and  lifting  up  her  eyes, 
'Till  then  juft  clos'd,  propitious  heaven  !  ihe  cried, 
Defend  this  nobleft  pattern  of  your  juftice, 
Nor  let  his  matchlefs  love  go  unrewarded. 
Then  with  an  heavenly  fmile  addreft  me  thus.— 
Allure  my  lord  I  die  without  reluctance. 
My  foul,  that  melts  with  gratitude,  prefages 
Unequal'd  bleflings  (hall  attend  him  here, 
While  I  enjoy  -and  then  her  fpeech forfook  her, 
And  ihe,  without  one  painful  iigh,  expir'd. 

KING. 
Too  fure  a  teftimony  hail  thou  given 

Of  thy  foul  wrongs,  Tfmena— Elmerick  ! • 

Quite  fpeechlefs  and  o'ervvhelm'd !     her  father  tob  ! 

Turn  not  away— — I  do  not  offer  comfort 

J  mean  but  to  mourn  with  you. 

ELMERICK. 
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E  L  M  E  R  I  C  K. 

So  to  die  ! 

Her  delicately  eh afte  and  heavenly  foul 
Forfook  its  earthly  temple  when  profan'd 
Without  the  Heel  or  poifon's  lawleis  aid— 
And  lives  the  man  who  wrong'd  me  in  Ifmena? 
Hear  then,  O  righteous  king,  my  high  appeal 
To  thee,  and  to  the  law  of  warlike  Hungary. 
Give  me  to  meet  this  impious  .prince  in  battle  ; 
There,  in  the  cfoudedliits,  dread  fcene  of  juftice, 
There  only  can  I  fue  for  retribution, 
Wrong'd  as  I  am,  without  a  foldier's  Ihame. 
And  thou,  Ifmena,  from  thy  fainted  feat, 
Where  high  thou  fit'Hcrown'd  with  the  Harry  wreaths 
That  angels  weave  for  purity  likethine, 
Look  down  propitious  on  me,  and  accept 
This  high,  this  fecond  facrifice  of  vengeance. 

C  O  N  P.  A  D  E . 

Then  I  have  murder'd  thee,  adcr'd  Ifmena. 
Thefe  mourn  thy  fate  with  tears,  but  what's  the  for- 

fow 

That  {beaming  eyes  can  utter  and  relieve  ! 
Though  thou  difdain'Hmy  grief,  yet  learn  this  truth, 
[ T"u ruing  /0ELMERICK. 

From  him  thou  moH  abhor' H  : the  innocent 

Are  not  the  fitteft  objects  of  compaffion  : 

O  there's  no  pain,_no  mifery  like  guilt  — 

Nor  do  I  fall  thy  facrifice,  for  know, 

Had  !  been  plac'd  above  the  power  of  vengeance  ; 

Ifmena's  fate,  th'  effeft  cf  my  ram  love, 

Had  been  lamented  thus,  and  thus  reveng'd 

'[Stabs  himjelf. 
KING. 
This  is  t'atdne  one  error  by  another. 

C  0  N  R  A  D  E 
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CON  R  A  D  E. 

Nothing  but  error :   I  was  born  to  err : 
The  willing  (lave  of  every  youthful^paffion. 
»Tis  now  too  late  to  learn -my  day  is  pait  — 
'Tis  night  -Ifmena— oh  !  i-D/f*. 

E  L  M  E  R  I  C  K. 

Unerring  power!  whofe  deep  and  fecret  counfels 
No  finite  mind,  can  fathom  and  explore  ;  V 

It  muil  bejuil  to  leave  your  creatures  free, 
And  wife  to  futfer  what  you  moft  abhor: 
Supreme  and  abfoluteof  thefe  your  ways 
You  render  no  account— we  afk  for  none. 
For  mercy,  truth,  and  righteous  retribution 
Attend  at  length  your  high  and  awful  throne. 
Ifmena  is  aveng'd— let  me  be  wretched  1 

KING. 

Our  forrows  muft  be  felt.  Yet,  O  !  brave  Elmerick, 
Let  not  the  publick  fuffer !    thou'ft  done  greatly. 
Still  hold  the  fov'reign  power  till  I  return 
From  Jordan's  facrpd  ftream  and  holy  Sion ; 
My  fubftituts  till  then,  my  friend  for  ever. 
The  face  of  juftice  as  fhe  mines  in  heaven, 
In  native  purity,  unclouded  fplendor, 
Alone  can  charm  beyond  thy  virtuous  daring. 
That  be  thy  praife— that  I  approve  it  mine.^ 


THE    END. 


EPILOGUE, 

Spoken   by  MR.  M  I  L  W  A  R  D. 

Y  O  U,  nubofuprcme  o'er  e<v'ry  work  of  <wit 

In  judgement  here  *JX6<u?V,  unbiafs'  d fety 
J'be  palatines  and  guardians  of  tie  pit ; 
If  to  your  minds  this  merely-modern  play, 
No  ufeful  fenfe,  no  gen'rcus  ^warmth  convey  ; 
If  fuftian  here,  thro*  each  unnatural fcene, 
Inftraind  conceits  found  high,  and  nothing  mean  ; 
If  lofty  dulnefs  jforjoar  'vengeance  call; 
Like  Elmerick  judge,  and  let  the  guilty  fall. 
But  if  JiiKplicityy  *with  force  and, fir &, 
\Jnlabcitr' d  thoughts  and  ar fiefs  words  infpire  ; 
Jfy  like  the  aftion  which  thefefcenes  r elate t 
The  <vchole  appear  irr.ggularlj  greaj^i 
If  mafter  ftrohs  the  nobler  pajjtons  move, 
Then,  like  the  king,  acquit  ///, 
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BRITANNIA  AND  BATAVIA. 


M     A     S     Q_   U     E. 

Writtenon  the  Marriage  of  the  PRINCESS  ROYAL 
with  his  Highncfs  the  PRINCE  of  ORANGE. 


DRAMATIS    PE  R  s  o  N 


IthuneL 

Eliphas. 

Britannia. 

Batavia. 

Liberto. 

Tyranny. 

Superflition. 

Chorus  of  Country  Lads  and  LaJJtt* 

Chorus  of  Sailors  and  the^ir  Lajfes. 

Landlady. 

Chorus  of  Spectators. 

!The  Proceffion. 
Slavery   and  Poverty,  Attendants  on  Ty 
ranny. 
Pride  and  Cruelty,  Attendants  on  Super- 
ftition. 


BRITANNIA  AND  BATAVIA: 

SCENE   I. 

A  P  leaf  ant    Country. 

BRITANNIA  a/leep  under  a  fmall^  I  tit  r  icb  Pavilion  ; 
her  Sword  and  Shield  lying  by  her.  ITHURIEL 
her  guardian  Angel  ivith  a  drawn  Sword,  leaning 
on  a  Qloud)  and Juff  ended  in  the  Air  near  her. 

ITHURIEL. 

SLEEP,  fair  Britannia,  ileep  fecure; 
Thy  own  Ithuriel,  happy  in  his  charge, 
Thy  guardian  angel  wakes. 

A  I  R    I. 

Rzft  is  the  recompence  of  toil, 
The  nobleft  fruit  of  conqueft,  peace  ; 
Learn  hut  content •,  high-favour*  dijle9 
And  nothing  can  your  blifs  increafe. 

What  fplendcr  rifes  in  the  eaft, 

Now  when  the  fun  has  meafur'd  half  the  day  ? 

Some  alien  fpirit  fure  — 

Defcends ,  and  ftands  before  BRITANNIA  in  a  pcftur  * 
of  defence.  ELIPHAS,  the  guardian  angel  cf 
BATAVIA,  defcends  with  an  Olive  Branch  in  his 
Hand. 

Eliphas,  as  I  think, 

The  vigilant  prote&or  of  Batavia, 
VOL.    II.  P  ELIPHAS, 
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E  L  I  P  H  A  S. 

Exalted  feraph,  powerful  and  benign, 
Thou  judgeft  right,  I  am  indeed  Eliphas. 

I  T  II  URIEL. 
Biftinguifii'd  as  thou  art, 

Prudent,  and  brave,  and  of  approv'd  integrity, 
Thou  can'ft  not  doubt  thy  welcome  : 
Yet  let  me  wonder,  high  and  friendly  gueft, 
Why  thou  hail  left  thy  charge. 

ELIPHAS* 

Not  fo,  bright  chief 
Unable  to  defend  her 

From  proud  Hifpania's  fierce  and  cruel  power, 
I've  brought  her  here, 
To  feek  protection  from  Britannia's  arms. 

I  T  H  U  RI  E  L. 
For  others  dangers 
1  may  not  interrupt  her  calm  repofe  ; 
Her  peace  and  fafety  are  my  care, 
Her  virtue  is  her  own. 

AIR     II. 

El.  '*Tis  great  tofuccour  the  dijireft  ! 

1th.  Britannia's  bounty  ftands  confeft. 

Unequal" d  and  alone. 

El.  Can  lojl Bata<viafue  in  vain? 

Ith.  Mitjl  Britain  endltfs  nvars  maintain 

For  caufes  not  her  own  ? 

ELIPHAS. 
Behold  the  mourning  fair. 


Enter 
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Enter   BATAVIA    in  mffurning,  fupported\  her  hair 
dijhe<verd,  and  her  coronet  falling, 

BATAVIA. 
Ah!   me,  ah!  wretched,   wretched,  loft  Batavia! 

BRITANNIA  wakes. 
BRITANNIA. 

Whoe'er  thou  art,  thy  groans  have  wak'd  Britannia. 
BATAVIA   kneeling. 

Thou  great  and  juft  defender  of  th'oppreft, 
See  at  your  feet  poor  find  diftreft  Batavia  : 
Her  cities  ras'd,  her  facrcd  rights  defiroy'd, 
Her  nobles  flaughter'd,  and  her  fons  enilav'd. ' 

A  I  R    III. 

0  whither  JbaJI  I  turn  tne^  whither  fly. 

If  you  refufe  your  aid  ? 

By  ft  iends  forfak  en, 

JBy  my  foes  betrayed, 
There'' 5  not  (inearth  fa  loft  a  wretch  as  I. 

O  whither,  &c. 

I    ' 

BRITANNIA. 
Arife,  affli&ed  fair    myMer,  rife; 
Believe,  I  feel  and  will  redrefs  thy  wrongs ; 
Deceitful  bloody  Rome,  and  haughty  Spain, 
Shall  be  cornpell'dto  render  back"  their  prey. 

AIR    IV. 

Let  Tyranny  devour. 

And  ouildin  blood  her  throne ; 

Britannia  holds  her  power 
For  righteous  ends  alone, 

P  2  Bat. 
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Bat.  While  heaven  refers  to  you  the  fate 

Of  Europe  i    while  you  hold  the  Jc ale, 
Jlnd  may  dijpenfe  tht  cafring  weight, 
Jujlice  and  virtue  mufi  prevail. 

[Both  repeat  the  firft  Stanza  ] 

End  of  the  firji  ferious  Interlude. 


Enter  a  Chorus  cf  Country  Lads  and  Laffes. 
AIR    V.     (Under  the  Greenwood  Tree.) 

ift  Lad.       Let  envious  fa^ion  callmejlave, 

I  know  and  feel  Fm  free. 
ift  Lafs.        9Tis  welly  brijkfir,  that  you're/a  brave; 

I  thought  you  bound  to  me. 

\  ft  Lad.  Such  lovely  eyes 

1  ft  Lafs.  Muft  tyrannize, 

And 'you  their  captive  be. 
ift  Lad.  Love's  chains  alone, 

True  Britcns  own, 

Kor  woudfrom  them  be  free. 

Chorus.  Love* t  chains  alone,  &c. 

JDancing  fuitable  to  the  occafion.     [Exeunt. 


S  C  F  N  E 
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SCENES  Palace. 

BRITANNIA  en  a  Couch  in  a  Pcfture  exprejfive  of  Dif- 
trefs.  On  her  Right  Hand*  TYRANNY  attended 
<witb  SLAVERY  and  WANT;  on  her  Left,  SU 
PERSTITION  attended  with  CRUELTY  and 
PRIDE.  IT H u R I E L  at  a  diftance  weeping. 

BRITANNIA. 

Surpriz'd!  betray'd  !  no  help,  no  fuccour  near ! 
O  moil  undone  !  O  ruin'd,  loll  Britannia  1 

TYRANNY. 
Stubborn,  ungrateful  fair, 
Blinded  by  error  will  you  ever  fcorn 
The  friendly  hand  that  offers  at  your  cure  ? 
Bshold  thy  foul's  phyfician. 

SUPERSTITION. 

Tafte  of  this  cup,  and  be  enlighten'd  : 

Thou  haft  loft  no  freedom, 

Except  the  fatal  liberty  to  err  ; 

And  riches  are  but  fnares  ; 

Thofe  we'll  remove  : 

But  in  return  the  church 

Shall  pour  forth  all  her  benedictions  on  thee  ; 

Thou  malt  abound  in  grace. 

BRITANNIA. 
Detefted  Superftidon  !  bloated  monfter  ! — 
Drunk  with  the  blood  of  nations  —from   my  fight. 
I'll  have  no  more  to  do  with  thy  inchantments 
Hence,  forcerer,  hence,  and  let  me  die  in  peace. 

SUPERSTITION. 
Confult  notreafon,  clofe  the  eye  of  fenfe  ; 
So  mail  you  judge  aright,  and  fee  the  better. 
We  are  your  friends. 

P  3  BRI- 
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BRITANNIA. 

I  know  and  I  abhor  you, 
SUPERSTITION. 

Poor  wand'ring  foul ! 
She  muft  be  driven  back  into  the  fold: 
Wholefome  feverities  may  fet  her  right. 
And  fave  her  from  deftru&ion. 

TYRANNY. 
I  truft  y6*ur  pious  {kill. 

SUPERSTITION. 
Whips,  chains  and  racks, 
Thele  gentler  methods, 
May  lirit  be  tried ; 
Jf  thefe  mou'dfeem  toomild,^ 
You  muft  impute  it  to  our  tender  mercy. 

I  T  H  U  R  I  E  L. 

Now,  Batavia,  if  thou  haft  gratitude,  ^ 
Aflert  it  now,  and  fave  diflreit  Britannia. 

[Afide  and  exa* 

SUPERSTITION. 
Herefy  is  indeed  a  rankdifeafe. 
But  then  the  fire's  a  never  failing  cure. 

TYRANNY. 
Take  your  own  way. 

SUPERSTITION. 

Nay,  nay,  Ibutadvifej 

The  church  expefts  that  you  mou'd  do  her  juftice  : 
She  but  condemns-  me  never  deals  in  blood — - 
She  damns,  'tis  true,  the  wretch  whofpares  her  foes; 
But  begs,  by  me,  ^your  mercy 
For  this  poor  heretick  relapied. 
Touch  not  her  life,  finge  not  a  fingle  hair> 
Nor  ihed  one  drop  of  Wood. 

T  y  *^  "•  w  *^  *  • 
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TYRANNY. 

I  underfland  the  church,  and  know  my  duty. 
Seize  her,  and  bind  her  {trait.      [To  his  Attendants* 

AIR    VI. 

Brit.  [Kneeling.]    Juft  heaven  !  if  ier 
"The  wretched* s  prayer 

I  heard \  and  eas*  d  his  pain  \ 
No3U  in  return, 
Let  me  not  mourn, 

Nor  ojk  relief  in  <vain. 

Loud  Sboi'ts  •wttffOjttt  tnixt  <witb  martial  Mufick, 
cries  of  Liberty  y  &c.  Scene  changes  to  the  Pro/pc^ 
of  a  calm  Sea  with  a  Fleet  of  ^h/ps  .-at  Anchor. 
Enter  ITHURIEL,  ELIPHAS,  and  BATAVIA, 
ujhering  in  LIBERTO,  richly  haiited  and  attended. 
At  "johofe  Appearance,  TYRANNY,  SUPERSTI 
TION,  and  their  Followers  run  off  in  Confufion* 
LIBERTO  unbinds  BRITANNIA. 

BRITANNIA. 
Grateful  Batavia  !  generous  Liberto  ! 
Bounteous  heaven  !  O  how  (hail  lexprefs 
My  wonder,  or  my  thanks  ? 

LIBERTO. 

Fair  queen  of  Ifles, 

Guardian  of  liberty  and  facred  truth, 
In  faving  you  we  are  preferv'd  ourfelves : 
Our  intereft  is  the  fame. 

BRITANNIA. 
Molt  godlike  prince  I    O  how  {hall  I  reward   thee  ! 

LIBERTO. 
To  fexve  Britannia  is  its  own  reward* 
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BRITANNIA. 
—  It  (hall  be  fo— 

Prudence  and  gratitude  demand  it  of  me — 
He  beft  can  guard  the  freedom  he  reftor'd, 
And  well  deferves  to  wear  the  crown  hefav'd.  [Afidt. 
What  think'ft  thou  of  me,  prince  ? 

L  I  B  E  R  T  O. 

All  muft  confefs  your  charms : 
Fair  and  majeitick,  happy  in  your  offspring. 
Europe  fees  few  fo  great,    and  none  fo  bleit; 
Freedom,  and  wealth  and  power  are  in  your  hand. 

BRITANNIA. 
Then  here  I  place  them  all.  [Giving  her  hand. 

L  I  B  E  R  T  O. 

And  I  with  joy  accept  'em.  [Kijfingit, 

'Twere  folly  to  refufe  fa  great  a  bleflmg. 
Whether  ambitic.n  or  the  love  of  virtue, 
Sway  moil  with  me,  rny  actions  mull  declare. 

BRITANNIA. 

By  me  you  are  not  doubted,  brave  Liberto  : 
And  let  inveterate  malice  do  her  word, 
Grateful  poflerity  fnall  clear  your  fame. 

B  A  T  A  VI  A. 
O  happy  change  !  O  glorious  revolution  I 

A  I  R     VII. 

Lib.  To  conquer  without  blood ; 

Brit,  To  reign  for  Gibers  good  \ 
Bat.  Loft  freedom  to  reft  ore  ; 

Brit.  This  is  the  hero's  praife  ; 

Bat.  For  this  <wc  temples  raife, 
Lib.  dndjuftiy  hea.'-J'n  adore. 

All  three.     To  conquer^  &c. 

End  of  the  fecond  ferious  Interlude.     »;* 


BRITANNIA  AND   BATAVIA.     217 

A  Chorus  of  Sailors. 
AIR     VIII.     ( When  the  Stormy,  &c). 

I  Sail.       You  terror  of  Britannia  s  foes , 

Whofe  <valour  does  -maintain 
Her  power,  where'er  the  ocean  flows, 

Or Jiormy  tempefts  reign; 
For  liberty  rejior'd, 
Now  let  your  joys  o'er/tow  : 

A3  on  the  Jhore 

The  billows  roar, 
When  thejhrmy  winds  do  blow. 

Enter   LANDLADY,  followed  by  a  train  of  young 


women 


AIR    IX. 

Land.        Well  fare  your  hearts,  my  jovial  boys, 
.r     You  ranting,  roaring  fens  ofnoije, 
See  who  are  come  to  aid your  joys, 

And  hail  you  fafs  to  foore  : 
See  here  the  treajure  of  our  ijle, 
Here  reap  the  fruits  of  all  your  toil, 
And  all ytour  future  cares  begitih, 
Withfal,   lal,    &c. 

Choius.  .  See  here,  &c.  [Dancing, 


SCENE 
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S  C :  E  N  E  a  magnificent  Monument  in  the  Front  of  the 
Sttge.  At  the  Foot  of  which  BATAVIA  is  dif. 
covered,  leaning  on  an  Urn. 

A  IR     X. 

$at.       Tho'hopekfs  I  muft  ever  langui/h  : 

Nor  time,  nor  fate  can  eaje  my  anguijb, 

Still  adoring. 

Still  deploring 

Loft  Li  her  to  :  endlefs  grief! 
Will  the  cruel  grave  return  him  ? 
Can  I  ever  ceafe  to  mourn  him? 
W-ll  my  forrovjs  bring  relief? 

Enter  ELIPHAS. 

E  L  I  PH  A  S. 

AHfe,  Batavia,  and  with  wonder  hear 

How  generous  Britannia  has  devis'd 

To  pay  her  tribute  to  Libcrto's  fame, 

And  inr>:e  her  gratitude,  like  that,    immortal, 

one  on  trie  princely  youth, 

In  whom  Liberto's  name 

Muitlive  or  be  extinguifhed, 
:Hoes  wifdorn,   beauty,  majefty  beflovv, 
J^omeftick  happinefs,  wealth,  fame,  and  power: 
To  fum  up  all  that  may  be  faid  or  thought 
'one  gives  — 

The  firft- born  princefs  of  her  royal  houfe 
Replete  with  ev'ry  virtue,  for  his  bride. 
: Her  joyful  Tons 

With  acclamations  rend  the  fkies ; 
Affiit,  Batavia,  and  increafe  their  joys : 

1  Now 
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Now  prove  how  you  regard  your  princely  charge, 
And  what  you  owe  Liberto, 
Pay  to  his  dear  remains. 

AIR     XL 

Hark,  from  Britannia's  fiore 
The  cannons  loudly  roar  ; 

The  horizon  how  bright  ? 
Ten  thoi'.fand  piles  of  fire, 
Waving  to  heaven  afpire, 
And  turn  to  day  the  night. 

[Chorus  of  Spe&ators. 

SCENE  the  Procejfion  of  the  Marriage  of  the 
Princefs  Royal  with  his  Highnefs  the  Prince  of 
Orange  in  the  fame  Order,  and  as  near  as  poffible 
with  the  fame  Magnificence,  as  it  was  really  per- 

forn***  A  I  R    XII. 

Spec.  Ten  thoufandjoys 

Attend  the  princely  pair, 
Whiljlevry  grateful  Briton 
\          Applauds  his  j were: gn  s  care, 
Who  on  Nafau  bejlows, 

(A  najne  to  Britons  dear, 
Whence  evry  blefing  flows, 

And  we  with  transport  hear) 
Anna,  that  royal  dame, 

Our  bhfings  to  infure ; 

That  freedom  like  his  fame v 

May  evermore  endure. 

Chorus*       Ten  thonfand,  &c. 

T  t.  E    EN  Dv 
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PROLOGUE. 

By  a  F  R  I  E  N  D. 

Spoken  by  MR.  H  A  V  A  R  D. 

<T~//  E  piece  is  Li llo's — He,  long  f nee  in  duft  : 

Cri  ticks  far  hence  ;   or /pare  his  urn' 's  fad  trujl. 
Kind  to  his  mu/e,    and  to  his  memory  juft. 

His  mufe  rejembles  him,  and  .knows  no  art ; 
She  /peaks  not  to  the  head,  but  to  the  heart. 
The  artlefs  maid,   by  nofalfefeal  irnprefs'd, 
Bears  but  an  honeft  copy  of  his  breaft  : 
And  every  eye  has  own'd,  his  natural  lay, 
Sprung  from  the  heart  y  wings  to  the  heart  ifs  way. 

The  tragic  bard  apes  not  the  epic  fire, 
Qn  fancy's  wing  ft  ill  aiming  to  afpire  : 
In  nature1  s  palace,  Jtmple,  great,  and  plain, 
InricJy  d  and  crowded  ornament  were  <vain  : 
Kmbellifhment  does  but  diftracT;  the  mind, 
Which  art  fliould  never  to  minutenefs  bind. 
27V  honey' d  language  foe -from  Hyblafieal, 
Your  ears  applaud — your  hearts  no  ardours  feel. 
With  labour' d  art  tbo*  the  fad  tale  be  told,  \  ...\ 

The  melting  tear,  mean  while  congeal' d,  grows  cola*. 
When  ¥sfl[\tmfpeaks  immediate  to  the  foul, 
Parts  Jhe  overlooks,  to  grafp  at  ones  the  whole. 

To  night,  your  bard,  from  your  own  annals,  Jkswf 
A  dreadful  ftory  of  domejlic  woes  : 
FrcmfaBs  he  draws  (his  picture*  s  from  the  life) 
The  injured  hnjband,  and  the  fait hie/}  wife, 
Doomed  all  the  train  of  bofom  pangs  to  prove, 
Pangs,  which  muft  always  'wait  on  /awte/s  lo<ve. 

Ye  generous  who  feel  for  others  woe, 
Ye  fair,  whofe  tears  for  injured  virtue  flow  > 
In  juft  ice  to  yourfefaes,    applaud  his  plan, 
And  judge  the  poet,  as  ye  hv'd  the  man. 


DRAMATIS    PERSONS. 
MEN. 

The  mayor  of  Feverfham.  Mr.  Burton. 
ARDEN,  a  gentleman  of  Feverfham. Mr  Hazard. 

FRANKLIN  his  friend.  Mr.  •  crafe, 

MICHAEL,  Arden's  fervant.  Mr.  WignelL 

GREEN.  Mr.  Packer. 

MOSBY.  Mr   Branjly. 

BRADSHAW.  Mr.  Johnftone. 

BLACK  WILL,             1  R   ffT  f  Mr.  Philips. 

GEORGESHAKEBAG.J  |  Mr.  Vaughan. 
LordCn  EYNEY. 
ADAM  FOWL,   an  inn-keeper. 
Officers,  &c. 
A  fervant  to  Arden. 

W  O^  M  E  N. 

ALICIA,  wife  to  Arden. Ayouvg  Gentlewoman* 

MARIA,  fifter  to  Molby.  Mifs Barton. 

SCENE,    Feverfoam,  in  Kent. 
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ACT    I.    SCENE    I. 
The  Street  before  AR DEN'S  Houfe. 

MOSBY    alone. 

THE  morning's   dark,     and   horrid,    as  my 
purpofe. — 
Thrice  have  my  fnares  been  laid  for  Arden's  life, 

And  thrice  hath  he  efcap'd. 1  am  not  fafe: 

The  living  may  revenge. — Oh  !   cou'd  I  win 

Alicia  toconfpire  her  hufband's  fall, 

Then  might  I  fay,  fecurity,  thou'rt  mine, 

And  laugh  at  all  to  come.     For  other  inflruments, 

There's  Green  :  he  bears  him  hard  about  this  fait 

For  th'  abbey  lands,  to  which  the  hot  youth  pleads 

Some  fancy 'd right.     Michael,the  trencher-fav'rite, 

A  bailard,  bred  of  Arden's  charity ; 

He  has  been  privy  to  our  fecret  joys, 

And,  on  that  truftprefurning,  loves  my  fifter  — 

Winks  at  adultery,  and  may  at  murder. 

Maria  is  his  price.     I've  plac'd  her  here, 

Companion  of  my  fweet  Alicia's  hours, 

To  fpread  her  charms  for  ever  in  his  eye  : 

To  her  are  all  my  vifits.     But  Alicia — — 

She  muil,  {lie  fliall  comply  :  when  to  my  arms 

Her  honour  flie  refign'd,  her  fondrelu&ance  whif- 

per'd, 
She  cou'd  deny  me  nothing  — This  to  try, 

[Eseit  into  AR  DEN'S-  Houfe. 

VOL-  H.  O.  SCENE 
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SCENE    II. 

A  Chamber. 

ARDEN  in  his  night-gown, 
Unhappy  Arden,  whither  canfl  thou  wander 
To  lay  thy  heavy  load  of  forrows  down  ! 
Will  change  of  place  relieve  th'  afflicted  mind, 
Or  does  all  nature  yield  a  balm  to  cure 
The  pangs  of  flighted  love  and  broken  faith  ? 
Ungrateful,  falfe  Alicia  !  falfe  with  Moiby, 
The  vile  dependent  of  my  foe  profefs'd, 
Lord  Clifford's  full-fed  fiatt'rer  ! — O  damn'd!- 
Come,  Franklin,  come:  Arden,  thy  friend,  invites./ 

thee; 

And  let  me  pour  my  griefs  into  thy  bofom, 
And  find  in  friendmip  what  I've  loft  in  love. 

Enter  ALICIA. 

ALICIA. 

"Why,  Arden,   do  you  leave  your  bed  thus  early  ? 
Have  cold  and  darknefs  greater  charms  than  I  ? 
There  was  a  time  when  winter-nights  were  fhort, 
And  Arden  chid  the  morn  that  call'd  him  from  me. 

ARDEN. 

This  deep  diffembling,  this  hypocrify, 
(The  laft  worft  ftate  of  a  degen'rate  mind) 
Speaks  her  in  vice  determined  and  mature, 

ALICIA. 

What  maid,  that  knows  man's  variable  nature, 
Wou'd  fell  her  free  eftate  for  marriage  bonds  ? 
From  vows  and  oaths,  and  every  fervile  tye, 
The  tyrant  man  at  pleafure  is  fet  free  ; 
The  holy  nuptial  bond  leaves  him  at  large  ; 

3  Yet 
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Yet  vefts  him  with  a  power  that  makes  us  flaves 
l  is  heav'nly  this  — 

ARDEN. 

To  flop  my  juft  reproach 
Art  thou  the  firft  to  tax  the  marriage  llate  ? 

ALICIA. 

Are  you  not  jealous?  do  you  not  give  ear 
To  vain  furmifes  and  malicious  tongues, 
That  hourly  wound  my  yet  untainted  fame  ? 

ARDEN. 

And  wou'dft  thou  make  me  author  of  the  mame 
Thy  guilt  has  brought  on  us  ?~  I'll  bear  no  longer 
The  traitor  Mofby,  curs'd,  detefted  Mofoy, 
Shall  render  an  account  for  both  your  crimes. 

ALICIA. 
What  do  I  hear! 

ARDEN. 

That  bafe  mechanic  flave 
Shall  anfwer  with  his  blood. 

ALICIA. 

O  hear  me  fpeak. 

ARDEN. 

No,  I  am  deaf:  as  thou  haft  ever  been 
To  fame,  to  virtue,  andmyjuft  complaints. 

ALICIA. 

Thus  on  my  knees. 

ARDEN. 

A    ,  Adult'refs  !  doft  thou  kneel, 

And  weep,  and  pray,  and  bend  thy  ftubborn  heart 
(Stubborn  to  me)  to  fue  for  himP^away, 
Awa 


maw 
Away  this  inftant,    left  I  kill  thee  too. 

[Recovering  him/elf. 
Q*  No 
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Nc not  the  hell  thou'ft  kindled  in  this  bofom 

Shall  make  me  fhed  thy  blood. 

ALICIA. 

I  do  not  hope  it. 

ARDEN. 
For  me,  be  as  immortal  as  thy  fhame. 

ALICIA. 

I  fee  your  cruel  purpofe  :  I  muft  live, 
To  fee  your  hand  and  honour  ftain'd  with  blood. 
Your  ample  fortune  feiz'don  by  the  Hate, 
Your  life  a  forfeit  to  the  cruel  laws. 
O  Arden,  blend  compaffion  with  your  rage, 
And  kindly  kill  me  firft. 

ARDEN. 

Not  for  my  fake 

Are  all  thy  tears  (then  had  you  felt  them  fooner,) 
Plead  not 'the  ruin  you  have  made  ;  but  fay 
Why  have  you  driven  me  to  thefe  extremes  ? 
Why  facrific'd  my  peace,  and  your  own  fame, 
By  correfponding  with  a  menial  flave  ? 

ALICIA. 
Thou  canft  not  think,  that  I  havewrong'd  thy  bed? 

ARDEN. 

Wou'd  I  cou'd  not ! 

ALICIA. 
By  heav'n  !— 

ARDEN. 

No  perjuries. 

But  now,  as  you  lay  flumb'rjng  by  my  fide, 
I  ftill  awake,  anxious  and  full  of  thought, 
(For  thou  haft  baniih'd  deep  from  thefe  fad  eyes) 
With  gentle  accents  thrilling  with  defire, 

You 

2 
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You  call'don  Mofby  ;  love  made  me  doubt  my  ears, 
And  queftion  if  the  dark  and  filent  night 
Confpir'd  not  with  my  fancy  to  deceive  me  : 
But  foon  I  loft  the  painful pleafmg  hope; 
Again  youcall'd  upon  your  minion  Mofby. 
Confirm'd,  I  ftrove  to  fly  your  tainted  bed, 
But,  wanting  ftrength,   funk  lifelefs  on  my  pillow. 
You  threw  your  eager  arms  about  my  neck, 
You  prefs'd  my  bloodlefs  cheeks   with  your  warm 

lips, 

Which  glow'd,  adult'refs,  with  infernal  heat ; 
And  call'd  a  third  time  on  the  villain  Mofby. 

ALICIA. 
A  dream  indeed,  if  I  e'er  call'd  on  him. 

A  R  D  E  N. 
Thy  guilty  dreams  betray  thy  waking  thoughts. 

ALICIA. 

I  know  I'm  fimple,  thoughtlefs,  and  unguarded; 
And  what  is  carelefsnefs,  you  conitrue  guilt. 
Yet  were  I  weak  as  thofe  fantaftic  vifions, 
Sure  t  cou'd  never  have  condemn'd  you,  Arden, 
On  circumftances  and  an  idle  dream. 

ARDEN. 
But  fuch  a  dream. — 

A  L  I  C  I  A. 

Yet  was  it  but  a  dream, 
Which,  tho'  I  not  remember,  I  abhor; 
And  mourn  with  tears,  becaufe  it  gives  you  pain. 
Arden,   you  do  not  wifh  me  innocent, 
Or  onfufpicions  cou'd  you  doom  me  guilty  ? 

A  R  D  E  N. 

Not  wifh  thee  innocent !  do  finking  marinerr, 
When  ftruggiing  with  the  raging  f;as  for  life, 

Q.3  Wifh 
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Wi(h  the  affiftance  of  fome  friendly  plank  ? 
'Tis  that,  and  that  alone,  can  bring  me  comfort. 

ALICIA. 

O  jcaloufy!  thou  fierce  remorfelcfs  fiend, 
Degen'rate,  moft  unnatural  child  of  love  ; 
How  mall  I  chace  thee  from  my  Arden's  bofom? 

A  RD  £  N. 
There  is  a  way,  an  eafy  way,  Alicia. 

ALICIA. 

0  name  it — fpeak. 

A  R  D  E  N. 

What's  paft  may  be  forgotten  „ 
Your  future  conduct — 

ALICIA. 

You  diftraft  me,  Arden. 
Say,  how  mail  I  convince  you  of  my  truth  ? 

ARDEN. 

1  afk  but  this :  never  fee  Mofby  more.       [He  Jtarts. 
By  heav'n,  fhe'sdumb  ! 

ALICIA. 

O  how  mail  I  conceal 
My  own  confufion,  and  elude  his  rage  ?         \_Afide. 

ARDEN. 
Thou'rt  loft,  Alicia !— loft  to  me—and  heav'n. 

ALICIA. 
Indeed  I'm  Joft,  if  you  unkindly  doubt  me. 

ARDEN. 
Wilt  thou  then  ne'er  converfe  with  Mofby  more? 

ALICIA. 
If  e'er  I  do,  may  heav'n,  and  you,  forfake  me! 

ARDEN. 
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ARDEN. 

You'll  keep  your  word,  Alicia ! prithee  fay—— • 

ALICIA. 
You'll  break  my  heart. 

ARDEN. 

I'd  rather  break  my  own. 
Then  thou  art  innocent,  and  lov'fl  me  ftill, 

ALICIA. 
And  ever  will. 

ARDEN. 

Give  me  thy  hand— thy  heart, 
O  give  me  that ! 

ALICIA. 

That  always  was  your  own. 

ARDEN. 

Thou  flatterer —  then  whence  this  cruel  flrife  ? 
Still  art  thou  cold  :  nor  warm  are  thy  embraces, 
Nor  fparkle  in  thine  eyes  the  fires  of  love  : 
Cold,  cold,  and  comfortlefs. 

ALICIA. 

Indeed  you  fright  me. 
ARDEN. 
'Tis  poflible,— 

ALICIA. 
What  ? 

ARDEN. 

That  thou  may'lt  yet  deceive  me. 
ALICIA. 
O  !  I  am  wretched  ! 

Qjf  ARDEN. 
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A  R  D  E  N. 
Both  perhaps  are  fo. 

But  if  thou  ever  lov'dft,  thou'lt  not  defpife  me, 
And  wilt  forgive  me,  if  indeed  I've  wrong'd  thee, 
As  I've  forgiven  thee  -  Pity,  I'm  fare,  I  need. 

[Exit  ARDEN. 
ALICIA. 
Thou  haft   it,  Arden,  ev'n   from  her  that  wrongs 

thee. 

All,  all  mall  pity  thee,  and  curfe  Alicia. 
Can  I  feel  this,  and  further  tempt  the  flream 
Of  guilty  love !  O  whither  am  1  fallen ! 

Enter  MARIA. 

MARIA. 

An  happy  day,  Alicia — and  may  each  morn 
Of  coming  life  be  ufher'd  with  like  joy. 
Franklin,    from  court  return'd,   has   brought  the 

grant 

Of  the  abbey  lands  confirm'd  by  the  young  king, 
To  Arden  for  his  life  :  nor  will  deliver 
But  to  himfelf  the  deed. 

ALICIA. 

A  worthy  friend ! 

The  grant  is  not  more  welcome  to  my  hufband, 
Than  Franklin's  company. 

MARIA. 

He's  flown  to  meet  him. 
Enter  a  fervant. 
SERVANT. 

Madam,  your  brother  Mofby — 
ALICIA. 

Where  is  Mofby  ? 

SERVANT 
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SERVANT. 
He  waits  below.—- 

ALICIA. 

O  hafte,  and  lead  me  to  him. 
SERVANT. 
Madam,  he  but  deiires  to  fee  his  fifler. 

ALICIA. 
His  filler  I    what !   did  he  not  afk  for  me  ? 

MARIA. 
Perhaps—* 

ALICIA. 
Pray,  give  me  leave— looks  he  in  health  ? 

SERVANT. 
He  feems  in  health — 

ALICIA. 

Here,  and  not  afk  forme! 

Seems  he  or  angry  then,  or  melancholy  ? 

Anfwer  me,  fiock,  ilone. — 

SERVANT. 

Truly,  I  can't  fay. 
A  L  1C  1  A. 

Thou  canft  fay  nothing— get  thee  from  my^  fight. 
Yet  flay— no  matter.     I'll  myfelf  go  feek  him. 

[Exeunt  ALICIA  and/errant. 

MARIA. 

Where  reafon  is,  can  pafiion  thus  prevail ! 

[Exit  MARIA, 


SCENE 
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SCENE    III. 

A  Parlour  in  A  R  D  E  N  \  Houfe. 
Enter  ALICIA  meeting  M  o  s  B  Y. 

ALICIA. 

Mofby^  that  brow  befics  our  wayward  fate. 
The  evil  hour,  long  fear'd,  is  fallen  upon  us, 

And  we  {hall  fink  beneath  it.     Do  not  frown 

If  you're  unkind,  to  whom  {hall  I  complain  ! 
M  O  SB  Y. 

Madam,  it  was  my  filler  I  expected 

ALICIA. 

Am  I  forgotten  then !    ungrateful  man  ! 
This  only  cou'd  have  added  to  my  woes. 
Did  you  but  know  what  I  have  borne  for  you, 
You  wou'd  not  thus,  unmov'd,  behold  my  tears. 

M  O  S  B  Y 
Madam,  you  make  me  vain.  • 

ALICIA. 

Infult  not,  Mofby. 

You  were  the  firft  dear  object  of  my  love, 
And  coird  my  heart  have  made  a  fecond  choice, 
I  had  riot  ueen  the  object  of  your  fcorn  : 
But  duty,  PT.-.titude,  the  love  of  fame, 
And  pride  01   virtue,  were  too  weak  t'erafe 
The  deep  impreiTion  of  your  early  vows. 

M  O  S  B  Y. 
J  Therefore  you  kindly  chofe  to  wed  another. 

ALICIA. 

Reproach  me  not  with  what  I  deem'd  my  duty. 
Oh !   had  1  thought  I  cou'd  aflume  the  name, 

And 
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And  never  know  the  afreaion  of  a  wife, 

1  would  have  died  ere  giv'n  my  hand  to  Arclen. 

M  O  S  BY. 
You  gave  him  all.- 

ALICIA. 

No,  no,  I  gave  him  nothing  : 
Words  without  truth — an  hand  without  an  heart. 
But  he  has  found  the  fraud— the  (lumb'ring  lion 
At  length  hath  rous'd  himfelf. 
M  O  S  B  Y. 

And  I  muil  fall 
Thevi&im. 

ALICIA. 
No,  he  knows  not  yet  his  wrongs. 

M  O  S  B  Y. 
But  quickly  will. 

ALICIA. 
That,  that's  my  greatefl  fear. 

M  O  S  B  Y. 

Then,  branded  with  a  (trumpet's  hated  name, 
Thecaufe  abhor'd  of  ftiame,  of  blood,  and  ruin, 
Thou'lt  be  expos'd  and  hooted  thro'  the  world. 

ALICIA. 

O  hide  the  dreadful  image  from  my  view  ! 
Chafte  matrons,  modeft  maids,  and  virtuous  wives, 
Scorning:  a  weaknefs  which  they  never  knew, 
Shall  blufh  with  indignation  at  my  name. 
M  O  S  B  Y. 

My  death — "but  that tho'  certain • 

ALICIA. 

Labour  not 
To  drive  me  to  defpair.     Fain  wcu'd  I  hope — 

M  O  S  B  Y. 
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M  OS  B  Y. 
You  may—and  be  deceived.     For  me  I  know 

My  fate  refolv'd andthee  the  inftrument ; 

The  willing  inftrument  of  Mofby's  ruin. 
Jnconftant,  falfe  Alicia ! 

AL  I  CIA. 

Falfe  indeed, 
But  not  to  thee,  cruel,  injurious  Mofby  ! 

MOSEY. 

Injurious  !   falfe  one  !  might  not  all  thefe  dangers, 
That  threaten  to  involve  us  both  in  ruin, 
Ere  this  have  been  prevented  ? 

ALICIA, 

Ha!  —  fay  on. 

M  O  S  B  Y. 
And  not  preventing,  art  thou  not  the  caufe  ? 

ALICIA. 
Ah !  whither,MofDy~whither  wou'dfhhou  drive  me  ? 

M  O  S  B  Y. 

Nay,  didftthou  love,  or  wou'dft  fecure  thy  fame, 
Preferve  my  life,  and  bind  me  yours  for  ever; 
'Tis  yet  within  your  power. . 

ALICIA. 

By  Arden's  death ! 
Meaai  thou  not  To?  fpeak  out,  and  be  a  devil. 

M  O  S  B  Y. 

Yes,  'tis  for  thee  I  am  fo.     But  your  looks 
Declare,  my  death  wou'dpleafe  you  better,   madam. 

ALICIA. 

Exaggerating  fiend  !    be  dumb  for  ever. 
His  death!  I  mui:  not  call  a  glance  that  way. 

M  O  S  B  Y. 
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MOS  BY. 

Is  there  another  way  ?     O  think,  Alicia. 

ALICIA. 

I  will,  for  that  will  make  me  mad  :  and  madnefs 
Were  fome  excufe.  Come,  kind  dift radio n!  come, 
And  Arden  dies-myhufband  dies  for  Mofby. 

[ Shrieks,  and  runs  to  M O  s  B  Y . 

Enter  ARDEN  and  FRANKLIN. 
He's  here  !  O  fave  me !  tell  me,  did  he  hear  ? 

ARDEN  ft  art  ing. 

Franklin,  fupport  your  friend.  I  fliake  with  horror. 
FRANKLIN. 

What  moves  you  thus  ? 

ARDEN. 

See  -  Mofby— with  my  wife  ! 
M  O  S  B  Y. 

But,  madam,  I  mall  fpare  you  farther  trouble! 
In  happy  time  behold  my  neighbour  here. 

\_As  taking  leave  of  ALICIA. 

ALICIA. 

Mifchief  and  wild  confufion  have  begun, 
And  defolation  waits  toclofe  the  fcene. 

\Exit  ALICIA,, 

M  O  S  B  Y. 

Sir,  I  wou'd  gladly  know,  whether  your  grant 
Of'  the  rich  abbey-lands  of  Feveriham 
Be  yet  confirm'd  or  not  ? 

ARDEN. 

What  if  I  tear 

Her  faithlefs  heart,  ev'n  in  the  traitor's 
Who  taught  it  falfhood. 
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FRANKLIN. 

He  is  loft  in  thought. 

But  I  can  anfwer  that :    it  is  confirm'd— 
I  brought  the  deed,  with  the  great  feal  annex'd, 
Sign'd  by  our  pious  Edward,  and  his  council. 

M  O  S  B  Y. 
Fmfatisfied 

ARDEN. 
So  am  not  I -by  hell, 

There's  juilice    in    the    thought.     I'm    ftranpely 
tempted.  [^/^ 

M  O  S  B  Y. 
My.  friend  feems  wrapt  in  thought— I  came  to  ad- 

vife  him, 

That  Green,  by  virtue  of  a  former  grant 
His  father  long  enjoy'd 

ARDEN. 

For  my  eftate 

The  law,  and  this  good  feal  is  my  fecurity; 
To  them  I  leave  Green  and  hisgroundlefs  claim. 
But  my  juft  right  to  falfe  Alicia's  heart, 
(So  dearly  purchased  with  a  hufband's  name, 
And  facred  honour  of  a  gentleman) 
I  mail  aflert  myfelf,  and  thus  fecure 
From  further  violation.  [Draws, 

MO  S  B  Y. 

Her  known  virtue 

Renders  the  injury  your  fancy  forms, 
A  thing  of  air. 

F  R  AN  K  L  I  N. 
Impoffible  to  thought. 

Whence,Arden, comes  thisfudden  madnefs  on  thee. 

That 
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That  your  Alicia,  ever  dear  eileem'd, 

And  deeply  lov'd 

ARDEN. 

Out  on  the  vile  adult'refs ! 
But  thou  demure,  infinuating  (lave, 
Shalt  taile  my  vengeance  firft.     Defend  thyfelf. 

MOS  B  Y. 
I  fcorn  to  take  advantage  of  your  rage. 

ARDEN. 
A  coward  too  !  O  my  confummate  fhame  ! 

MO  SB  Y. 
This  I  can  bear  fiom  you. 

ARDEN. 

Or  any  man. 

Why  hangs  that  ufelefs  weapon  by  thy  fide, 
Thou  fhame  to  manhood  ? — draw. — Will  nothing 
move  thee?  [Strikes  him. 

FRANKLIN. 

Hold.     Whither  wou'd   your  mad  revenge  tranf- 
port  you  ? 

ARDEN. 
Shall  ihameful  cowardice  protect  a  villain  ? 

M  OS  B  Y. 
You  chufe  a  proper  place  to  mew  your  courage ! 

ARDEN. 

Go  on.     I'll  follow  to  the  ocean's  brink, 
Or  to  the  edge  of  fome  dread  precipice, 
Where  terror  and  defpair  mall  flop  thy  flight, 
And  force  thy  trembling  hand  to  guard  thy  life. 

MOSB  Y. 
What  I  endure  to  fave  a  lady's  honour  ! 

[To  Franklin. 
FRANKLIN, 
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FRANKLIN. 

Your  longer  flay  will  but  incenfe  him  more ; 
Pray  quit  the  houfe. 

M  O  S  B  Y. 

Sir,  I  lhall  take  your  counfel. 
[Exit  MOSBY. 
ARDEN. 
He  hath  efcap'd  me  then — but  for  my  wife— 

FRANKLIN. 
What  has  me  done  ? 

ARDEN. 

Done  !  —  muft  I  tell  my  fhame  ? 
Away,  begone— left  from  my  prey  withheld 
I  turn,  and  tear  th'officious  hand  that  lets  me. 
Soft !  artthou  Franklin  ?  pardon  me,fvveet  friend ;  — 
My  fpirits  fail  - 1  make- 1  inuft  retire. 

FRANKLIN. 
To  your  Alicia. 

ARDEN. 
To  my  lonely  couch ; 
For  I  muft  learn  to  live  without  her,  Franklin. 

FRANKLIN. 
Pray  heaven  forbid ! 

ARDEN. 

To  hate  her,  to  forget  her— if  I  can  : 
No  eafytaikfor  onewhodoats  like  me. 
From  what  an  height  I'm  fallen  !  Once  fmiling  love 
Of  all  its  horrors  robb'd  the  blackeft  night, 
And  gilt  with  gladnefs  ev'ry  ray  of  light, 
Now  tyrant-like  his  conqueft  he  maintains, 
And  o'er  his  groaning  ilave  with  rods  cf  iron  reigns. 

ACT 
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ACT    II. 

SCENE    I. 

The  Street*. 
GREEN   AND  MOSBY. 

GREEN. 

You  pity  me,  and  know  not  my  eftate. 
I'm  ruin'd,  Mo%  ;  thoughtlefs  and  ill  advis'd, 
My  riotous  youth  will  leave  my  age  a  beggar. 
Thefe abbey  lands  were  all  the  hopes  Fd  left; 
My  whole  fupport. 

M  O  S  B  Y. 

Bafe  and  ungen'rous  Arden  J 
To  force  a  man,,  born  equal  to  himfelf, 
To  beg,  or  ftarve. 

GREEN. 

By  heaven,  I  will  do  neither : 
I'll  let  the  proud  oppreffor  know — 

MOSEY. 

How  blind  is  rage ! 

Who  threats  his  enemy,  lends  him  a  fword 
To  guard  himfelf.— 

GREEN. 

Robb'dof  the  means  of  life, 
What's  life  itfelf!  an  ufelefs  load,  acurfe: 
Which  yet  I'll  dearly  fell  to  my  revenge. 

M  O  S  B  Y. 
You  mean  to  kill  him  then  ? 

GREEN. 

I  do,  by  heaven. 

VOL.  II.  R  MOSBY. 
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M  O  S  B  Y. 
Suppofeyou  fail— 

G-R  E  E  N. 

I  can  bat  lofe  my  life. 

M  O  S  B  Y. 

Then  where  is  your  revenge,  when  he,  fecure, 
Riots  unbounded  in  his  ill-got  wealth  ? 

GREEN. 
What  can  I  do  ? 

MOSBY. 
'Tis  plain  you  wifh  him  dead. 

GREEN. 

Each  moment  of  his  life  is  to  my  foul 
A  tedious  age  of  pain ;  for  while  he  lives, 
Contempt  and  all  the  ills  a  lazar  knows, 
Muft  be  my  wretched  lot,  and  lengthen  out 
The  miferable  hours.     What  groveling  wretch 
Wou'd  wifh  to  hold  his  life  on  fuch  conditions  ? 

MOSBY. 

But  change  the  fcene:  fuppofe  but  Arden  dead, 
Your  land  reftor'd,  and  fortune  in  your  pow'r  ; 
Honour,  refpedl,  and  all  the  dear  delights 
That  wait  on  wealth,  mail  wing  the  joyful  hours. 
And  life  contracted  feem  one  happy  day. 
I  hate  this  Arden,  and  have  rtronger  motives 
Than  any  you  can  urge  to  wifh  his  death  ; 
He  has  accused,  infulted,  ftruckme, 
Nay,  his  fair  virtuous  wife,  on  my  account  — 

GREEN. 
If  famefpeaks  true,  you're  to  be  envy'd  there. 

M  0  S  B  Y, 
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MO  S  B  Y. 

The  world  will  talk—but  be  that  as  it  may, 
I  want  notcaufe,  nor  will,  normeans,  nor  friends  — 

GREEN. 
Nor  opportunity  lhall  long  be  wanting. 

MOSEY. 

Enough :  his  fate  is  fixt— See !   Bradfliaw's  here. 
Enter  BRADSHAW. 
BRADSHAW. 
Save,  fave  you,  gentlemen. 

M  O  S  B  Y. 

We  thank  you,  neighbour. 
But  whither  in  fuch  hafte,? 

BRADSHAW. 

To  the  ifle  of  Shippey, 

To  wait  on  good  Lord  Cheyney.     As  he  holds 
In  high  efteem  our  worthy  townfman  Arden, 
I  fhall  firft  call  on  him.-  'Tis  well  I  met  you, 
For  yonder  two  were  but  bad  road-companions. 

GREEN. 

They  feem  of  defp'rate  fortunes. 
MO  S  B  Y. 
Have  they  names  ? 
BRADSHAW. 

One  I  know  not :  but  judge  him  from  his  comrade. 
The  foremoft  of  the  two  I  knew  at  Boulogne, 
Where  in  the  late  king's  reign  I  ferv'd  myfelf. 
He  was  a  corporal  then,  but  fuch  a  villain— 

Beneath  a  foldier's  name. A  common  cut-throat. 

That  preys  on  all  mankind,  and  knows  no  party. 

R  2  MOSBY. 
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M  o  s  B  Y. 
An  horrid  character  you  give  him,  Bradfhaw. 

BRADSHAW. 
No  \vorfe  than  he  deferves. 

MO  SB  Y. 

[AJMe.]  (An  ufeful  hint : 
He  (hall  not  want  employment :)  What's  his  name? 

BRADSHAW. 
Black  Will.  His  family  name  I  never  heard. 

MOSBY. 

A  word — write  you  a  letter  to  Alicia  : 
Difguife  your  hand.— -this  honeft  fool  may  bear  it. 
Hint  at  thefemen. — In  cafe  her  courage  fail, 
She  will  be  glad  to  ihift  the  deed  on  them. 

GREEN. 
I  am  inftrufted. 

Enter  BLACK  WILL  and  SHAKEBAG. 

BLACK.     WILL. 

What,  comrade  Bradfhaw !  how  fare  you, 
man  ?  S'blood  !  doll  not  remember  honeft  Black 
Will  ?  Why  thou'rt  grown  purfe-proud,  fare. 

BRADSHAW. 

Why  you're  not  eafily  forgotten,  Will.  But  pri 
thee,  what  brings  thee  to  Feverfham  ? 
BLACK     WILL. 

A  foldier,  you  know,  is  at  home  wherever  he 
comes.  Omne  folum  fcrti  patria.  There's  latin 
—  Give's  a  teller. 

BRADS  HAW. 

In  time  of  peace  we  mould  apply  to  feme  honeft 
creditable  bufmefs,  and  not  turn  the  name  of 

feldier  into  vagabond. 

BLACK 
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BLACK     WILL. 

Yes,  as  you  have  done.  I'm  told  you  keep  a 
goldfmith's  mop  here  in  Feverlham,  and,  like  a 
mechanical  rogue,  live  by  cheating.  1  have  more 
honour. 

B  R  A  D  S  H  A  W. 
Wou'd  thou  hadft  honeity. 

BLACK      WILL. 

Where  doourhonefties  differ?  I  take  a  purfe  be* 
hind  an  hedge,  and  you  behind  a  counter. 

B  R  A  D  S  H  A  W. 
Infolent  flave ! 

BLACK     WILL. 

You  cent,  per  cent,  rafcal !  I  may  find  a  time  t» 
teach  you  better  manners. 

BRADSHAW. 
Go,  mend  thy  own. 

BLACK     WILL. 

Thou  wert  always  a  fneaking  fellow,  Brad  (haw, 
and  cou'dft  never  fwear,  nor  get  drunk.  Come, 
mail  I  and  my  comrade  Shakebag  tafte  your  ale? 

BRADSHAW. 

My  houfe  entertains  no  fuch  guefts.  Farewel, 
gentlemen. 

M  O  S  B  Y. 
Along  with  Bradfhaw, 
And  leave  the  management  of  thefe  to  me. 

[AJide  to  Green. 

GREEN. 
It  mail  be  done. — Bradmaw,  a  word  with  thee. 

R  3  BRADSHAW. 
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B  R  A  D  S  H  A  W. 

Your  pardon,  gentlemen. 

[Exeunt  GREEN  ««</BRADSHAW, 
BLACK     WILL. 

He  was  a  cadet  in  the  laft  French  war,  like  other 
foldiers  then  ;  but  now  he  has  got  a  neft,  and  fea- 
ther'd  it  a  little,  he  pretends  to  reputation.  S'blood! 
had  this  been  a  fit  place,  he  had  not  fcap'd  me  fo. 
You  have  furveyM  us  well  [to  Mofby]  How  do 
you  like  us  ? 

M  O  S  B  Y. 

Methinks  I  read  truth,  prudence,  fecrecy,  and 
courage  writ  upon  your  manly  brows. 

BLACK     WILL. 

What  hellifh  villainy  has  this  fellow  in  hand, 
that  makes  him  fawn  upon  us  I  [djide. 

M  O  S  B  Y, 
I  fear  the  world's  a  ftranger  to  your  merit. 

If  this  may  recommend  me  to  your  friendihip • 

[Gives  a  purfe. 
BLACK    WILL. 
Of  what  damn'd  deed  is  this  to  be  the  wages  ? 

SHAKEBAG. 
Haft  ever  an  elder  brother's  throat  to  cut  ? 

BLACK     WILL. 
Or  an  old  peevifh  father  to  be  buried  ? 

MOSB  Y. 
Neither  of  thefe. 

SHAKEBAG. 
A  rival  then  mayhap— 

M  O  S  B  Y. 

There  you  come  nearer  to  me. 

SH  A  K  EB  AQ* 
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SHAKEBAG. 
Then  fpeak  out. 
We're  honeft,  fir. 

BLACK     WILL. 

Trulty,   and  very  poor. 

M  O  S  B  Y. 

Metal  too  fit  for  me.  [AJide.~\  Then  hear  me,  fir. 
But  you  muft  both,  ere  I  difclofe  my  purpofe, 
Promife  and  bind  that  promife  by  your  oaths — 
Never  —  [They  both  laugh.]  Why  this  unfeafonable 
mirth  ? 

BLACK     WILL. 
You'd  have  us  fwear  ?— 

MO  S  BY. 
Elfe  why  did  I  propofe  it  ? 

BLACK     WILL. 

There's  the  jell.  Are  men  who  a£l  indefpite  of 
all  law,  honour,  and  confcience ;  who  live  by 
blood  (as  it  is  plain  you  think  we  do)  ;  are  we  free 
thinkers,  like  filly  wenches  and  canting  priefts,  to 
be  confin'd  by  oaths  ? 

SHAKEBAG. 

Wou'd  you  bind  us,  let  the  price  equal  the  pur- 
chafe,  and  we'll  go  to  hell  for  you  with  pleafure. 

M  O  SB  Y. 

Horrid !  they  mock  ev'n  me  who  wou'd  employ 
'em.  [Afi4e. 

I  apprehend— the  bufinefs  then  is  this: 
In  Feverfham  there  lives  a  man,  call'd  Arden ; 
In  general  efteem,  and  ample  means ; 
And  has  a  wife  the  very  pride  of  nature. 
I  have  been  happy  long  in  her  affe&ions, 

R  4  And, 
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And,  he  once  dead,  might  with  her  lhare  his  for 
tunes. 

He'sjealous  too  of  late,  and  threatens  me. 
Love,   int'reft,  felf-defence,  all  afk  his  death— 

BLACK     WILL. 
This  man  you'd  have  difpatch'd? 

MOSEY. 
I  wou'd. 

BLACK   WILL. 
Rich,   you  fay? 

M  O  S  B  Y. 
Immenfely  fo. 

BLACK     WILL. 
And  much  belov'd  ? 

M  O  S  B  Y. 
By  all  degrees  of  men. 

BLACK     WILL. 
George !  this  will  be  a  dang'rous  piece  of  work. 

SHAKEBA.C. 

^Damn'd  dangerous.     A  man  fo  known  ;    and  of 
his  reputation  too. 

BLACK     WILL. 

And  then  the  power  and  number  of  his  friends 
muft  be  confider'd. 

M  O  S  B  Y. 

What !  does  your  courage  fhrink  already,   firs  ? 

SHAKEBAG. 
No. 

BLACK     WILL. 

This  is  ever   the  curfe  of  your  men  of  true  va 
lour  $  to  be  the  tools   of  crafty  cowardly  knaves, 
3  who 
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who  have  not  the  heart  to  execute  what  their 
heads  have  proje&ed.  It  is  a  damn'd  ungrateful 
world— What  money  have  you  more  about  you  ? 

.  M  O  S  B  Y. 
Ten  pieces. 

BLACK     WILL. 
I've  had  as  much  for  ftealing  a  dog. 

MO  S  B  Y. 

I  give  you  that  as  a  retaining  fee : 
When  the  deed's  done,  each  mall  have  twice  that 

fum, 
And  a  good  horfe  to  further  his  efcape. 

BLACK     WILL. 
Sir,  will  you  have  him  murdered  in  a  church  ? 

SHAKEBAG. 

Or  on  the  altar  ?  fay  the  word,  and  it  fhall  be 
done. 

MO  S  BY. 

Some  fafer  place,  the  flreet,  highway,  or  fields, 
Will  ferve  my  turn  as  well. 

SHAKEBAG. 

Juft  as  you  pleafe. 
MOS  B  Y. 

Where  may  I  find  you,   gentlemen  ? 
BLACK     WILL. 
At  Adam  Fowl's,  the  Flower-de-luce. 

M  O  S  B  Y. 

I  have  confederates  in  this  defign ; 
When  we've  contriv'd  the  manner  of  his  death, 
I'll  fend  you  word. 

BLACK. 
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BLACK    WILL. 

You'll  find  us  always  ready. 
M  O  S  B  Y. 
And  determined. 

BLACK     WILL. 
Ay,  fear  it  not.    Farewell.     [Exeunt federal  ways. 

SCENE     II. 

A  Room  in  AR DEN'S  Hcufe. 
Enter  ALICIA  with  a  letter. 
He  doubts  me ;  yet  he  dares  not  tell  me  fo, 

c  ™us»;>y  Green,whets  my  unfettled  mind. [Reads. 

.I^r*  r  e', -or not at alh  In cafe y°« f^> 

"We  havefoundinftruments  bymeans  of  Bradfhaw." 
lie  fhallnot  find  me  undetermin'd  now. 
Hark!--  Michael's  on  the  watch.  -  If  Arden  fleeps, 
(Forfohe  feem'd  difpos'd,)  he'll  bring  me  word. 

W^K'IV^  ^  Vh?lafdl  time'  ThisP^mis'd  marriage 
With  Mofby's  filler,  has  remov'd  his  qualms. 

Enter  MICHAEL. 

Why  doft  thou  break  upon  me  unawares? 
What  of  your  mailer? 

MICHAEL. 

He's  fcarce  funk  to  reft, 
5ut  full  of  meditated  rage  'gainft  Mofby. 

ALICIA. 
He'll  ileep  in  peace  ere  long , 

MICHAEL. 

~  ,.,  -  ,  Think  not  on  that. 

O  did  Maria  blefs  me  with  her  fmiles, 


As  you  do  Mofby,  had  I  twenty  lives, 
I'd  nfque  'em  all  to  win  her  to  my  arms 


ALICIA. 
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ALICIA. 
I  prithee  leave  me,  Michael.    [£*// MICHAEL.] 

What  is  nature  1 

There  is  a  pow'r  in  love,  fubdues  to  itfelf 
All  other  paffions  in  the  human  mind. 
This  wretch,  more  fearful  than  the  lonely  murderer, 
Whom  with  inquiring  eyes  fome  ilranger  views, 
Wou'd  meet  the  king  of  terrors  undifmay'd, 
For  her  he  loves,  and  dare  him  to  the  combat. 
And  mail  not  I  preferve  my  Mofby's  life, 
And  mall  not  I— A  huiband !— What's  a  hufband  ? 
I  have  a  foul  above  th'unnatural  tie, 
That  tells  me  I'm  his  right,  and  only  his, 
Who  won  my  virgin  heart. — Ye  tender  parents, 
Whofe  cruel  kindnefs  made  your  child  thus  wretched, 
Turn  not  your  eyes  towards  earth  to  view  this  fcene ; 
'Twill  make  you  fad  in  heav'n.  [Exit. 

SCENE    HI. 

Another  Room,  kuwujlteping  on  a  Couch. 
Enter  ALICIA   with  a   dagger   in  her  band. 

ALICIA. 

§ee  j  _  Jealoufy  o'erwatch'd  is -funk  to  reft, 
While  fearful  guilt  knows  no  fecurity, 
But  in  repeated  crimes.     My  weary  eyes, 
Each  moment  apprehenfive  of  his  vengeance, 
Muft  feek  for  reft  in  vain  till  his  are  clos'd. 

Then  for  our  mutual  peace,  and  Mofby's  love • 

\_Approaching  toftab  him,  ftarts. 
He  wakes  — Defend  me  from  his  juft  revenge  I 
And  yet  he  fees  me  not,  nor  moves  a  finger 
To  fave  his  theaten'd  life.  Then  whence  that  voice, 
That  pierc'd  my  ears,  and  cry'd,  Alicia,  hold! 
Can  mimic  fancy  cheat  the  outward  fenfe, 

4  And 
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Andformfuchfounds?Ifthefeheart-rackingthouo-htg 
Precede  the  horrid  aft,  what  muft  enfae  ? 
Worfe  plague  I  cannot  fear  from  Arden's  death, 

But  from  his  life the  death  of  him  I  love. 

Periih  the  hated  hufband. Wherefore  hated  ! 

Is  he  not  all  that  my  vain  fex  cou'd  wifh  ? 
My  eyes,  while  they  furvey  his  graceful  form, 
Condemn  my  heart,  and  wonder  how  itftray'd. 

He  fighs he  ftarts  -  he  groans.  His  body  fleeps, 

But  reiHefs  grief  denies  his  mind  repofe. 
Perhaps  he  dreams  of  me;  perhaps  he  fees  me. 
Thus  like  a  fury,  broke  from  deepeft  hell, 

Luft  in  rny  heart,  and  murder  in  my  hand ** 

[ALICIA  drops  the  dagger.    ARDEN  farts  up. 
ARDEN. 

Her  dagger,  Michael feizeit,  andPmfafe. 

How  ftrong  (he  is  !  —Oh  !  what  a  fearful  dream  ! 
Before  me  Hill !  fpeak,  viiion — art  thou  Alicia, 
Or  but  the  coinage  of  my  troubled  brain  ? 
ALICIA. 

0  Arden— hufband  -lord 

ARDEN. 

Art  thou  my  wife  ? 
Thou'rt  fubftance  - 1  am  wrap'd  in  wonder — hence 

• Haft  loft  all  fenfe  of  fear,  as  well  as  mame, 

That  thou  durft  haunt  me  thus,  afleep  and  waking, 
Thou  idol,  and  thou  torment  of  my  foul  ? 

ALICIA. 
My  bleeding  heart 

ARDEN. 

Away,  begone  and  leave  me : 
Left,  in  the  tranfports  of  unbounded  rage, 

1  rulh  upon  thee,   and  deface  thofe  charms, 
That  firft  enflav'd  my  foul ;  mangle  that  face 

Where 
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Where,  fpite  of  falfhood,  beauty  triumphs  ftill ; 
Mar  that  fair  frame,  and  crufn  thee  into  atoms. 
Avoid  me,  andbefafe Nay,  now  you  drive  me 

hence.  [ALICIA  kneels,  he  turns  away. 

Cruel  and  falfe  as  thou  haft  been  to  me, 
I  cannot  fee  thee  wring  thy  fuppliant  hands, 

And  weep  and  kneel  in  vain. [Exit  ARDSM. 

ALICIA. 

This,   this  is  he 
I  came  prepared  to  murder.  Curft  Alicia  ! 

[Takes  up  the  dagger. 
In  thy  own  bofom  plunge  the  fatal  Heel, 
Or  his,  who  robb'd  thee  of  thy  fame  and  virtue  — 
It  will  not  be— fear  holds  my  dalhrd  hand  : 
Thofe  chafter  powers  that  guard  the  nuptial  bed 
From  foul  pollution,  and  the  hand  from  blood, 
Have  left  their  charge,  and  I  am  loft  forever.  [Exit. 


ACT 
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ACT    III. 
SCENE     I. 

A  Road  or  Highway  near  Feverfiam. 
BLACKWILL   AND    SHAKEBAG. 

SHAKEBAG. 

DAMNATION!    pofled  as  you   were,   to 
let  him  'fcape  ! 

BLACK     WILL. 
I  pray  thee,  peace. 

SHAKEBAG. 

Green  and  I  beheld  him  pafs  carelefly  by  within 
reach   of  your  dagger.     If  you   had  held  it  but 


BLACK     WILL. 
rd°it;   * 

felt  fo  in 


SHAKEBAG. 

Palfy  !  when  you  are  upon  your  duty f 
andfleep,  or  drink  away  your  fears.  Yo 
ble  fiill.— 

BLACK     WILL. 

I  tremble!  my  courage  was  never  yet  call'd  in 

•ition,  villain.   When  I  fought  at  Boulogne  un- 

e  late  king,  both  armies  knew  and  feared  me. 

SHAKEBAG. 

That  might  be,  becaufe  they  did  not  know  you. 
Dog,  1 11  make  you  off  to  your'old  trade  of  filching 

in 
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In  a  throne-Murder's   too  genteel  a  bufmefs  for 

your  capacity.- Sirrah,  I  have  taken  more  gold 

at  noon-day,  than  ever  yoq,filch'd  copper  by  can 
dle  light. 

BLACK     WILL. 
Cowardly  flave,  you  lye. 

SHAKEBAG. 

A  coward!  s'blood!  thatfhall  be  proved.  Come 
en. 

BLACK     WILL. 

To  thy  heart's  blood. 

SHAKEBAG. 

To  thine.  [Tkjfcb* 

Enter  GREEN. 

GREEN. 

What !  are  you  mad !  for  fliame,  put  up  your 
f words. 

SHAKEEAG. 
Not  till  I  have  had  his  life. 

BLACK     WILL.' 
Fool,  guard  thy  own. 

GREEN. 
Pray  hear  me,  gentlemen. 

BLACK     WILL." 
Stand  farther  off. 

SHAKEBAG. 
Away. 

GREEN. 
This  broil  will  ruin  all. 

SHAKEBAG. 

*  -BLACK 
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BLACK     WILL. 
Ay,  and  will  end  it  too. 

GREEN". 

Arden,  you  know,  returns,  and  will  you  let  him 
efcape  a  fecond  time  ? 

SHAKEBAG. 
Whodidthefirfl? 

GREEN". 

No  matter,  that  may  be  repaired. 
BLACK     WILL. 
Brand  me  with  cowardice ! 

GREEN. 

Come,  come,  you're  both   to   blame.     Speak, 
will  you  lay  afide  this  fenfelefs  broil  ? 

BLACK     WILL. 
Nay,  let  him  fpeak. 

SHAKEBAG. 

Why,  rather  than  lofe  this  opportunity 

[Puts  up  his  fivord* 
BLACK    WILL. 

Ay  — We'll  defer  it  till  Arden's  dead.     I  am  for 
doing  bufmefs  firft,  and  then  for  play— 

SHAK  EBAG. 
Challenge  me  when  thou  dareft. 

GREEN. 
The  night  draws  on.     Are  you  refolv'd  ? 

SHAKEBAG. 
We  are. 

GREEN. 

Enough.—  See  where  he  comes.    I  muft  withdraw; 
Butwhen  you've  done  the  deed,  and  fent  his  foul — 

No 
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No  matter  where— I'll  come  to  you  again. 

[Exit  GREEN. 
BLACK     WILL. 
Something   rifes   in    my    throat — I  can    fc'arce 

breathe I'd  rather  poifon  half  a  dozen  cardinals, 

than  kill  this  honeft  man,  but  -I'll   do't,  for  my 
reputation. 

S  H  A  K  E  B  A  G. 

He  com°s.  Retire  a  little.  Let  him  advance, 
then  bury  your  dagger  in  his  heart,  if  you  fail' 
J  11  fecond  you. 

BLACK     WILL. 
Stand  further  off,  I  mall  not  need  your  aid. 

SHAKEBAG. 
Now  rcrike  — 

Enter  ARDEN  fir  ft,  and  then  Lord  C  H  E  Y  N  E  Y  at 
tended. 

BLACK     WILL. 

Again  prevented  !  ten  thoufand  devils  take  them 
all ! 

LORD     CHEYNEY, 

Arden,  well  met.    You're  to  the  ifleof  Shippey 
Grown  quite  a  ilranger.    Shall  we  fee  you  there  ? 

ARDEN. 
I  purposed  foon  t'have  waited  on  your  lordfhip. 

LORD     CHEYNEY. 
Well,  will  you  fup  with  me  to  night  at  Shorlow  ? 

ARDEN. 

Franklin,  my  lord,  who  is  my  gueft  atprefent, 
Experts  me  at  my  houfe. 

VOL.  II.  S  LORB 
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LORD     CHEYNEY. 
Then  will  you  dine  with  me  tomorrow  ? 

A  R  D  E  N. 
I'll  not  fail  your  lordfhip. 

LORD     CHEYNEY. 

Believe  me.  worthy  friend,  I'm  glad  to  fee  you. 
Walk  you  towards  Feverfhamf 
ARDEN. 

So  pleafe  your  lordfhip.- 
[Exeunt  Lord  CHEYNEY  and  ARDEN. 

BLACK     WI  L  L. 

Juft  as  I'd  taken  aim  too !  — S' blood  I  could  kill 
myfelf  for  vexation. 

Enter  GREEN* 

GREEN. 
Well,  Arden  is  at  laft  difpatch'd? 

SHAKEBAG. 
Yes,  fafe  to  Fever  (ham. 

GREEN. 

Safe,  fay  you !  his  good  fortune  mocks  us  all. 
Thefe  ftrange  efcapes  have  almoft  ftagger'd  me ; 
But  thinking  of  my  wrongs,  I'm  more  confirm'd. 

BLACK     WILL. 

Well  faid,  my  man  of  refolution !  A  gentle 
man  commits  a  murder  with  double  the  fatisfaftion 
for  fuch  a  heart.— We  mttft  lay  our  fnares  more 
cunning  for  the  future. 

GREEN. 

We  mould  confultwith  Michael,    Arden's  man.— 
The  piffmy-hearted  wretch,  though  long  ago 
Hefwore  his  mafter  dead>  aQs  with  reludance. 

-^  SHAKE- 
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SHAKEBAG. 

The  coward  muft  be  fpurr'd.— He  does  it,  or  he 
dies. 

GREEN. 

I  wonder  at  his  abfence,  as  he  knew 
Of  this  attempt,  and  promis'd  to  be  here. 

Enter  MICH  A  E  L. 

MICHAEL. 

I  faw  my  matter  and  lord  Cheyney  pafs, 
And  my  heart  leap'd  for  joy.  [Apart* 

BLACK     WILL. 

What  fays  the  villain? 

MICHAEL. 

WouMI  were  gone.     [A/Me.]     Sir,    if  I  give  of 
fence— •  [Going. 

GREEN. 
Michael,  come  back,  you  muft  not  leave  us  fo. 

MICHAEL. 
What  is  your  pleafure  ? 

GREEN. 

Why,  we  underftand 
You  are  in  love  with  Molby's  beauteous  fitter. 

MICHAEL. 
Suppofe  I  am. 

BLACK     WILL. 

m  You  deal  too  mildly  with  the  peafant.  You 
fwore  to  kill  your  matter,  villain.  Be  an  honeft 
man  of  your  word,  and  do't  then,  white  liver. 

MICHAEL. 
Sir,  I  repented. 

8  2  BLACI 
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BLACK     WILL. 

Repented!  what's  that?  dog,  know  your  rank, 
and  aft  as  we  command,  or  your  heart's  blood  — 

MICHAEL. 
What  mufl  I  do  ?  [Frighted. 

>,      BLACK     WILL. 

Do  !  you  muft  mew  us  the  houfe,  appoint  the 
time  and  place,  and  lure  your  mailer  thither  -  . 
We'll  take  care  of  him  without  your  trouble. 

GREEN. 

So  (hall  you  purchafe  noble  Mofby's  friendfhip, 
And  by  his  friendlhip  gain  his  fitter's  love. 

Ml  C  H  A  E  L. 
They'll  murder  me   too,  ihou'd  I  not  comply  — 


GREEN. 

Think  on  your  love,  your  interell. 
B  LA  C  K     WILL. 

Or  your  death. 

MICHAEL. 
To-night,  foon  as  the  abbey-  clock  ftrikes  ten, 

\Tremblhig. 

Come  to  his  houfe  :  I'll  leave  the  doors  unfcarr'd  : 
The  left-hand  flairs  lead  to  my  mailer's  chamber; 
There  take  him,  and  difpofe  him  as  you  pleafe. 

GREEN. 
This  cannot  fail. 

SHAKEBAG. 
Unlefs  this  love-fick  coward  thinks  to  deceive  us  . 

MICHAEL. 
I  will  not,  by  heaven! 

BLACK 
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BLACK    WILL. 
I  believe  thee  ;   for  by  hell  thou  dareft  not. 

[Exaunt. 
MICHAEL. 

Matter,  thy  conftant  love  and  daily  bounty 
Deferve  more  grateful  offices  from  Michael. 

[Exit  weeping* 

SCENE    II. 

A  Room  in  AR DEN'S  Houfe. 

ALICIA  alone. 

When  vice  has  fpread  her  poifon  thro*  the  foul, 
How  lifelefs,  flow,  confus'd,  and  infmcere 
Are  our  refolves  in  the  purfuits  of  virtue ! 
What  wonder  then  heaven  fhou'd  refufeits  aid 
To  thoughts,  that  only  bloffom  for  a  time ; 
Look  blooming  to  the  eye,  but  yield  no  fruit. 

Enter  Mos  B  Y. 

M  O  S  B  Y. 

I  come,  Alicia,  to  partake  thy  griefs ; 
For  fire  divided  burns  with  leffer  force. 

ALICIA. 

I  know  thee  :  thou  art  come  to  fan  the  flame, 
Thy  breath  hath  kindled  here,  till  it  confume  u$. 
But  tears  and  fighs  (hall  ftifle  in  my  heart 
The  guilty  paffion 

MO  S  B  Y, 

•— — Is  heroic  love, . 

That  form'd  the  bright  examples  of  thy  fex, 
Made  their  lives  glorious  and  their  fame  immortal,'; 
A  crime  in  thee  ?   Art  thou  not  mine  by  oaths, 
By  mutual  fufterings,    by  contract  mine? 

S  3  ALICIA. 
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AL  I  C  I;A. 

Why  do  you  urge  a  rafli,  a  fatal  promife, 

I  had  no  right  to  make,  or  you  to  afk? 

Why  did  you  pra&ife  on  my  eafy  heart  ? 

Why  did  I  ever  liften  to  your  vows  ? 

In  me 'twas  foolifti  guilt  and  difobedience ; 

In  you  'twas  avarice,  infolence,  and  pride. 

MO  S  BY. 
'Twas  love  in  me,  and  gratitude  in  you. 

ALICIA. 

}Twas  infolence  in  you,    meannefs  in  me, 
And  madnefs  in  us  both.     My  careful  parents, 
In  fcorn  of  your  preemption  and  my  weaknefs, 
Gave  me  in  marriage  to  a  worthy  gentleman, 
Of  birth  and  fortune,  equal  to  my  own. 
Three  years  I  liv'd  with  him  without  reproach^ 
And  made  him  in  that  time  the  happy  father 
Of  two  moft  lovely  children.    I  too  was  happy ; 
At  leaft  I  liv'd  in  hopes  I  might  be  fo  : 
For  time  and  gratitude,  and  Arden's  love, 
I  hop'd  might  quench  my  guilty  flame  for  you, 
And  make  my  heart  a  prefent  worthy  him. 

MOS  BY. 

And  dolt  thou  glory  in  thy  perjuries? 
In  love,  i-nconftancy  alone's  a  crime. 
Think  on  the  ardor  of  your  youthful  paffion, 
Think  how  we  play'd  with '  love  ;    nor   thought  it 
p-uilt, 

(Till  thy  firft  falfhood  (call  it  not  obedience) 
Thy  marriage  with  this  Arden  made  me  defperate  ; 
Think  on  the  tranfports  of  our  love  renew'd, 
And 


A  L  I  C  f  A. 
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ALICIA. 

Hide  the  reft,  left  lift'ning  winds  mould  hear, 
And  pablifti.to  the  world  ourfhameful  tale. 
Here  let  remembrance  of  our  follies  die. 

M  O  S  B  Y. 

.Shall  our  loves  wither  in  their  early  bloom  ? 

A  L  I  C  I  A. 

Theirharveft  elfe  will  be  to  both  our  frames. 
Haft  thou  not  made  a  monfter  of  me,  Mofby  ? 
You  fhou'd  abhor  me,  I  abhor  myfelf- 
When  unperceiv'd  I  ftole  on  Arden's  ileep, 
(Hell  ileei'd  my  heart,  and  death  was  in  my  hand-) 
Pale  anguiih  brooded  on  his  afhy  cheek, 
And  chilly  fweats  ftood  (hivering  on  his  brow. 
Relentlefs  murder,  at  a  fight  fo  fad, 
Gave  place  to  pity  ;  and  as  he  wak'd,  I  ftood 
Irreibiute,  and  drown'din  tears. 

M  O  S  B  Y. 

She's  loft, 
And!  in  vain  have  ftain'd  my  foul  with  blood. 


ALICIA. 

Give  o'er  in  time  ;    in  vain  are  your  attempts 
Upon  my  Arden's  life  ;    for  heaven,  that  wrefted 
The  fatal  weapon  from  my  trembling  hand, 
Still  has  him  in  its  charge. 

M  O  S  B  Y. 

Little  (he  thinks, 

That  Arden's  dead  ere  now.  —  It  muft  be  fo  ; 
I've  but  that  game  to  play,  ere  it  be  known,  [djtdc. 

ALICIA. 

I  know  our  dang'rms  ftate  ;  1  hefitate  ; 
I  tremble  for  your  life  ;  I  dread  reproach. 
JBut  we've  offended,  and  muft  learn  to  fuffer. 

S  4  MOSEY. 
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M  O  S  B  Y. 

Then  Arden  live  in  his  Alicia  blefl, 
And  Mofby  wretched.     Yet  mould  chance  or  na 
ture 

Lay  Arden  gently  in  a  peaceful  grave, 
Might  I  prefume  to  hope  ?  Alicia,  fpeak. 

A  L  I  C  I  A. 

How  lhall  I  look  into  my  fecret  thoughts, 
And  anfwer  what  I  fear  to  alk  myfelf? 

[A  long  pavfe. 

M  O  S  B  Y. 

Silence  fpeaks  befl  forme.    His  death  once  known, 
I  muft  forfwear  the  fadl,  and  give  thefe  tools 
To  public  juftice — and  not  live  in  fear  \dfutc. 

Thy  heart  is  mine.    I  alk  but  for  my  own.    [To  her. 
Truth,  gratitude,  and  honour  bind  you  to  me, 
Or  elfeyou  never  lov'd. 

ALICIA. 

— Then  why  this  flruggle  ? 
Not  lov'd  !  O  had  my  love  been  juftly  piac'd, 
As  fureit  was  exalted  and  fincere, 
I  iliou'dhave  gloried  in  it,  and  been  happy. 
But  I'll  no  longer  live  the  r.bjecl  flave 
Of  loofe  denre — I  difclaim  the  thought. 

M  O  S  B  Y. 

I'll  afk  no  more  what  honour  fhou'd  deny; 
By  heaven,  I  never  will. 

ALICIA. 

Well  then  remember, 
On  that  condition  only,  I  renew 
My  vows.     If  time  and  the  event  of  things 

[Giving  her  hand. 
Shou'd  ever  make  it  lawful,  I'll  be  yours. 

M  0  S  B  Y. 
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M  o  s  B  Y. 

0  my  full  joys ! 

ALICIA. 

Supprefs  thy  frantic  tranfports, 
My  heart  recoils,  I  am  betray'd,   Ogive  me  back 
My  promis'd  faith. 

M  O  S  B  Y. 
Firft,  let  the  world  diflblve. 

ALICIA. 

There  is  no  joy,  nor  peace  for  you,    or  me  : 
All  our  engagements  cannot  but  be  fatal. 

MOSB  Y. 

The  time  may  come  whenyou'll  have  other  thoughts, 

Till  then,  farewel.—  [dfide.]     Now,    fortune,   do 

thy  worft.  \Exit. 

ALICIA. 
Mofby,  return— He's  gone,  and  I  am  wretched 

1  fliou'd  have  banifh'd  him  my  fight  for  ever. 
You  happy  fair  ones,  whofe  untainted  fame 
Has  never  yet  been  Mailed  with  reproach, 
Fly  from  th'appearance  of  dishonour  far. 
Virtue  is  arbitrary,  nor  admits  debate:  f 
To  doubt  is  treaibii  in  her  rigid  court ; 

But  if  ye  parley  with  the  foe,  you're  loit.      [Ex/f. 

SCENE      III. 
Another  Room  in  ARDEN'S  Houfe. 
AR.DEN  and  FRANKLIN  fitting  together  on  a 
conch  ARDEN    thoughtful. 

FRANKLIN. 

Nay,  wonder  not. — Tho'  ev'ry  circumftance 
Thus  ilrangely  met  to  prove'the  lady  falfe,     , 

And 
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And  juftify  the  hufband's  horrid  vengeance; 

Yet  it  appears  to  ev'ry  honeft  eye, 

(Too  late  for  the  poor  lady)  me  was  wrong'd. 

ARDEN. 
Is't  poffible? 

FRANKLIN. 

• Ay  very  poffible  : 

He  lives  that  proves  it  fo.     Concealed  from  juftice, 

tie  pmes  with  ceafelefs  forrow  for  his  o-uilt 

And  each  hour  bends  him  lower  towards  his  grave. 

ARDEN. 

I  know  thy  friendftiip,    and  perceive  its  drift 
111  bear  my  wrongs-  for  fure  I  have  been  wronsr'd. 
Do  I  but  think  fo  then  !  what  fools  are  men 
Whom  love  and  hatred,  anger,  hope,  andVear, 
And  all  the  various  paffions  rule  by  turns, 
And  in  their  feveral  turns  alike  deceive? 

FRANKLIN. 

To  caft  away,  and  on  fufpicion  only, 
A  jewel,  like  Alicia,  were  to  her    ' 
Unjuft,  and  cruel  to  yourfelf.     Good  night, 

.^,       .     ,  ,  [Cloc&Jlrikes  ten. 

1  ne  clock  has  itracken  ten. 

ARDEN. 

I  thought  it  more. 
FRANKLIN. 
I  thought  it  not  fo  much. 


o. 

ARDEN. 


Why,  thus  it  is : 

•Our  happy  hours  are  few,  and  fly  fo  fwift, 
That  they  are  paft  ere  we  begin  to  count  'em  : 
Bat  when  with  pain  and  mifery  opprefs'd, 
Anticipating  time's  unvarying  pace, 
We  think  each  heavy  moment  is  an  age.    ' 

FRA  NKLIN. 
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FRANKLIN. 

Come,  let's  to  reft.     Impartial  as  the  grave, 
Sleep  robs  the  cruel  tyrant  of  his  power, 
Gives  reft  and  freedom  to  the  overwrought  flave, 
And  fteals  the  wretched  beggar  from  h^?nt' 
Droop  not,  myfriend,  fleep  will  fufpend  thy  cares, 
And  time  will  end  them. 

ARDEN. 
True,  for  time  brings  death, 

The  only  certain  end  of  human  woes. 

Sleep  interrupts,  but  waking  we'je  reftor  d 

To  all  our  griefs  again.     Watching  and  reft 

Alternately  fucceeding  one  another, 

Are  all  the  idle  bufmefs  of  dull  life. 

What  mail  weTall  this  undetermm  d  ftate, 

This  narrow  ifthmus  'twixt  two  boundlefs  oceans, 

That  whence  we  came,  and  that  to  which  we  tend  ? 

Is  it  life  checker'd  with  the  fleep  of  death  ? 

Or  death  enliven'd  by  our  waking  dreams  ? 

But  we'll  to  bed.  Here,  Michael,  bring  the  lights. 

Enter  MICHAEL  <witb.  lights. 

Heaven  fend  you  a  good  repofe. 

{Gives  FRANKLIN  a  Candle. 

FRANKLIN. 

The  like  to  you. 
MICHAEL. 
Shall  I  attend  you,   fir? 

FRANK  LI  N. 
No,  no,  I  choofe  to  be  alone.     Good  night. 

[Exit  FRANKLIN. 

[MICHAEL  attends  his  m after  with   the  other 
light,  and  returns. ] 

MICHAEL,. 
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MICHAEL. 

I,  who  ihou'd  take  my  weapon  in  my  hand, 
And  guard  his  life  with  hazard  of  my  own, 
With  fraudful  fmiles  have  led  him,   unfufpeain? 
Quite  to  the  jaws  of  death -But  I've  an  oath. 
Mo/by  has  bound  me  with  an  horrid  vow, 
Which  if  I  break,  thefe  dogs  have  fworn  my  death. 
I've  left  the  doors  unbarr'd.  -  Hark  !  'twas  the  latch, 
They  come-Ihear  their  .oaths,  andfee  their  daggers 
Infuhmg  o'er  my  matter's  mangled  body, 
While  he  for  mercy  pleads.- Good   mailer,   live: 
1  bar.the  doors  again.     But  fhou'd  I  meet  'em  — 
What's  that  ?  - 1  heard  'em  cry,  where  is  this  cow 
ard? 

Arden  once  dead,  they'll  murder  me  for  fport. 
Help—call  the    neighbours -mailer -Franklin- 
help. 

^  Enter  ARDEN   WFRANKLIN,  undreffd,  at 
federal  doors. 
ARDEN. 
What  difmal  outcry's  this  ? 

FRANKLIN. 

What  frights  thee,  Michael : 
MICHAEL. 

My  mailer ! Franklin  ! 

A  R  D  E  N. 

Why  do'il  tremble  fo? 
MICHAEL. 

I  dream'd  the  houfe  was  full  of  thieves  and  mur- 
derers-  [Trembling. 

ARDEN. 
Dream'd !  what,  awake !  are  all  the  doors  made  fail? 

MICHAEL. 
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MICHAEL. 
I  think  they  are. 

ARDEN. 
I'll  go  and  fee  myfelf.     [Exit  ARDEW, 

FRANKLIN. 
You  made  a  fearful  noife. 

MICHAEL, 

Did  I? . 

ARDEN    within, 

-  Why  Michael! 
FRANKLIN. 
You  tremble  ftill.—  Has  anyone  been  here? 

MICHAEL. 
No,  I  hope  not.     My  matter  will  be  angry. 

Enter  AR  D  E  N. 

ARDEN. 

This  negligence  not  half  contents  me,  fir : 
The  doors  were  all  left  open. 

MICHAEL. 

Sir 

ARDEN. 

To  bed, 
And  as  you  prize  my  favour  be  more  careful. 

[Exit  MICHAEL. 
FRANKLIN. 

'Tis  very  cold.     Once  more,   my  friend 

ARDEN. 

——Good  night^ 
[Exit  ARDEN. 

«  Scene 
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Scene   changes  to  the   Street  before  AR DEN'S  Door, 
the  Door  jhut. 

Enter  BLACK  WILL   and  SHAKEBAG. 

BLACK  WILL. 
Zounds!  Michael  has  betray 'd  us  — 
The  doors  are  fait.  Away,  away— difperfe. 

\Exeunt, 


ACT 


ARDEN  OF   FEVERSHAM.      271 

ACT    IV. 

SCENE    I. 

An  Inn,    the   FLOW  ER-DE-LUGE. 
MOSBY    AND    MICHAEL. 

M  I  C  HA  E  L. 

HO'  I  with  oaths  appeal'd  to  confciousheav'n, 
That  Arden  rofe  and  fhut  the  doors  himfelf, 
Yet,  but  for  Green,  thefe  bloody  rogues  had  kill'd 

me. 

We  muft  defift— Franklin  and  fweet  Maria 
Have  promis'd,  at  Alicia's  own  requeft, 
To  interfere— 

MOSBY. 

Such  ever  be  the  employ 

Of  him  I  hate. 

MICHAEL. 

The  mourning  fair,  all  chang'd, 
Byrne  conjures  you,  (and  with  tears  ihe  fpake  it) 
Not  to  involve  yourfelf  and  her  in  ruin, 
By  feeking  to  renew  a  correfpondence, 
She  has  renounc'd  for  ever. 

MOSBY. 

How  1  con  fun"  on ! 
MICHAEL. 

And  hopes,  as  heaven,  in  anfwerto  her  prayers, 
Hath  reconcil'd  her  duty  and  affection  : 
You  will  approve  her  resolution — 
MOSBY. 

Doubtlefs ! 

MICHAEL. 
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M  I  C  H  A  E  L. 

And  learn  by  her  example,  to  fubdue 
Your  guilty  paffion — 

MOS  BY. 

Ha,  ha,  ha,  exqulfite  woman ! 
So!  rather  than  not  change,  {he'll  love  her  hufband  ! 
But  fhe  will  notperfevere. 

MICHAEL. 

Yes,  fare,  fhe  will. 
-    MO  SB  Y. 

IJave  I  then  flighted  her  whole  fighing  fcx, 
Bid  opportunity  and  fortune  wait; 
And  all  to  be  forfaken  for  an  hufband  ! 
By  heaven,  I'm  glad  he  has  fo  oft  efcap'd, 
That  I  may  have  him  murder'd  in  her  fight. 

Enter  G  R  E  E  N  . 

GREEN. 

How  ftrange  a  providence  attends  this  man ! 
'Tis  vain  to  llrive  with  heaven — let's  give  it  o'er. 

M  O  S  B  Y, 

No :  when  I  do,  may  I  be  curs'd  forever, 
Hopelefs  to  love,  and  hate  without  revenge  : 
May  I  ne'er  kno\v  an  end  of  difappointment, 
But  preil  with  hard  necefTity,  like  thee, 
Live  the  contempt  of  my  infulting  foe. 

GREEN. 
I  fcorn  the  abject  thought  — had  he  a  life 

[To  MICHAEL. 

Hung  on  ench  hair,  he  dies  — If  we  fucceed, 
This  very  night  Maria  fiiall  be  thine. 

M  I  C  HA  E  L. 
I  am  a  man  ao-ain. 

O 

M  O  S  B  Y. 
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MOSEY. 
I've  thought  a  way — 
That  may  be  eafy  under  friencifhip's  mafic, 
Which  to  a  foe  fufpefted  may  be  hard. 

GREEN. 
Friendihip !  impofTible— 

M  O  S  B  Y. 

You  know  him  not. 

You,  with  your  ruffians,  in  the  ilreet  mail  feek  him. 
I  follow  at  fome  diftance.     They  begin, 
No  matter  how,   a  quarrel,   and  at  once 
Aflault  him  with  their  fwords.  -  Straight  I  appear, 
Forget  all  wrongs,  and  draw  in  his  defence ; 
Mark  me,  be  fure,  with  fome  flight  wound ;  then  fly, 
And  leave  the  reft  tome. 

MICHAEL. 

I  know  his  temper. 
This  feemmg  benefit  will  cancel  all 
His  former  doubts,  and  gain  his  eafy  heart. 

GREEN. 
Perhaps  fo— yet 

M  O  S  B  Y. 
Further  debates  are  needlefs.      [Exeunt. 

SCENE    II. 

A  Room  in  AR DEN'S  Houfe. 

FRANKLIN    AND    MARIA. 

FRANKLIN. 
Well,  in  what  temper  did  you  find  Alicia? 

MARIA. 

Never  was  anguifh,  never  grief  like  hers  : 
She  eats,    nor  lleeps.     Her  lovely,   downcalt  eyes, 
VOL.  II.  T  <fha't 


274      ARDEN  OF    FEVER-SHAM. 
That  us'd  to  gladden  each  beholder's  heart, 
Now  wafti  the  flinty  bofom  of  -the  earth. 
Her  troubled  breait  heaves  with  inceffant  fighs, 
Which  drink  the  purple  ftreams  of  life,    and  blaft 
Her  bloom,  as  ftorms  the  blofibms  of  the  fpring. 
But  fure  her  prayers  muft  quickly  reach  high  heav'n, 
Relenting  Arden  kindly  footh  her  forrows, 
And  her  loft  peace  reftore. 

FRANKLIN. 

Their  mutual  peace,    Maria! 
For  his  can  ne'er  be  found  but  in  Alicia. 
Amam'd  to  view  the  face  of  man  or  day, 
As  Mofby's  name  was  written  on  his  brow, 
He  cheerlefs  wanders ;  feeks  the  darkeft  gloom 
To  hide  his  drooping  head,  and  grieve  alone. 
With  a  full  heart,  fwoln  eyes,  and  faltring  tongue, 
He  fometimes,  feeking  to  beguile  his  grief, 
Begins  a  mournful  tale :  but  ftraight  a  thought 
Of  'hisimagin'd  wrongs  crofilng  his  memory, 
Ends  his  fad  ftory  ere  the  half  be  told. 

0  may  our  pains  with  wifh'd  fuccefs  be  crown'd! 

Enter  A  R  D  EN. 

ARDEN. 

No,  Franklin,    no;  your  friendly  cares  are  vain 
Were  I  but  certain  me  had  wrong'd  my  bed, 

1  then  might  hate  her,  and  make  off  my  woes ; 
But  thus  perplex'd,  can  never  tafte  of  comfort. 

FRANKLIN. 

O  jealoufy  !  thou  bane  of  focial  joys ! 
Oh!   ihe's  a  monfter  made  of   contradictions ! 
Let  truth  in  all  her  native  charms  appear, 
And  with  the  voice  of  harmony  itfelf 
Plead  the  juft  caufe  of  innocence  traduc'd  ; 
Deaf  as  the  adder,  blind  as  upftart  greatnefs, 
She  fees  nor  hears.     And  yet  let  flander  whifper, 

Or 
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Or  evil-ey'd  fufpicion  look  oblique, 
Rumour  has  fewer  tongues  than  me has  ears; 
And  Argus'  hundred  eyes  are  dim  and  flow, 
To  piercing  jealoufy's. 

ARDEN. 

No  more,  no  more 

I  know  its  plagues,  but  where's  the  remedy? 

MARIA. 
In  your  Alicia. 

FRANKLIN. 
She  mall  heal  thefe  wounds. 

ARDEN. 

She's  my  difeafe,  and  can  me  be  my  cure  ? 
My  friends  fhou'd  rather  teach  me  to  abhor  her, 
To  tear  her  image  from  my  bleeding  heart. 

MARIA. 
We  leave  that  hateful  office  to  the  fiends. 

FRANKLIN. 

If  you  e'er  lov'd,  you'll  not  refufe  to  fee  her  : 
You  promis'd  that. 

ARDEN. 
Did  I? 
FRANKLIN. 

Indeed  you  did, 

ARDEN. 
Well  then,  fome  other  time. 

FRANKLIN. 

No,  fee  her  now. 
ARDEN. 

Franklin,   I  know  my  heart,    and  dare  not  fee  her. 
1  have  an  hufband's  honour  to  maintain, 
1  fear  the  lover's  weaknefs  may  betray. 

T  2  Let 
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Let  me  not  do  what  honour  muft  condemn, 
And  friendmip  blum  to  hear. 

FRANKLIN. 

That  Arden  never  will. 
MARIA. 

Did  you  but  know  her  grief— 
ARDEN. 

Am  I  the  caufe? 

Have  I,  juft  heaven,  have  I  e'er  injur'd  her! 
Yet  I'm  the  coward — O  prepoft'rous  fear  ! 
See  where  me  comes— Arm'd  with   my   num'rous 

wrongs, 

I'll  meet  with  honourable  confidence 
Th'  offending  wife,  and  look  the  honeft  hufband. 

F  R  A  N  K  L  1  N. 

Maria,  we'll  withdraw  — even  friendmip  here 
Wou'd  feein  impertinence. — 

[Exeunt  FRANKLIN  and  MARIA. 

;,  3  ARDEN. 

Be  Hill  my  heart. 
ALICIA  entersy  not  feeing  ARDEN. 

ALICIA. 

How  mall  I  bear  my  Arden's  juft  reproaches! 
Or  can  a  reconcilement  long  continue, 
That's  founded  on  deceit  1  can  I  avow 
My  iecret  guilt !  — No  —  at  fo  mean  a  thought 
Abandon'd  infamy  herfelf  vvou'd  blum. 
Nay,  cou'dl  live  with  public  lofs  of  honour, 
Arden  wou'd  die  to  fee  Alicia fcorn'd. 
He's  here,  earth  open— hide  me  from  his  fight. 

ARDEN. 

Guilt  chains  her  tongue.  Lo  filent,  felf-condemn'd, 
With  tearful  eyes  and  trembling  limbs  me  itands. 

ALI  C  1A. 
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ALICIA. 

Fain  wou'd  I  kifs  his  footfteps  but  that  look, 
Where  indignation  feems  to  ftrive  with  grief, 
Forbids  me  to  approach  him. 

ARDEN. 

Who  wou'd  think 
That  anguiih  were  not  real  ? 

ALICIA. 

I'm  rooted  here. 
ARDEN. 

Thofe  tears,  methinks,  even  if  her  guilt  were  cer 
tain, 
Might  wafh  away  her  pains. 

ALICIA. 

Support  me,  heaven! 
ARDEN. 

Curfe  on  the  abjeft  thought.     I  mall  relapfe 
To  fimple  dotage.     She  Heals  on  my  heart, 
She  conquers  with  her  eyes.  If  I  but  hear  her  voice, 
Nor  earth  nor  heaven  can  fave  me  from  her  fnares. 
O  !  let  me  fly  -  if  I  have  yet  the  power. 

ALICIA. 
O  Arden  !  do  not,  do  not  leave  me  thus. 

[Kneels,  and  holds  him. 

ARDEN, 
J  pray  thee  loofe  thy  hold, 

ALICIA. 

O  never,  never. 
ARDEN. 

Why  ftiou'd  I  flay  to  tell  thee  of  my  wrongs, 
To  aggravate  thy  guilt  and  wound  thy  foul  ? 
Thyfelf,  if  all  thefe  agonizing  ftruggles 

T  3  Of 
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Of  tears,  offighs,  of  groans,  offpeechlefs  forrow, 
Be  but  fmcere  -  thyfelf  will  do  it  better. 
One  thingTll  tell  thee, for  perhaps  'twill  pleafe  thee, 
Thou'ft  broke  my  heart,  Alicia. 
ALICIA. 

Oh!      \_She  falls  to  the  ground. 
ARDEN. 

And  canft  thou, 

Can  woman  pity  whom  fhe  hath  undone  ? 
Why  doftthou  grafp  my  knees  ?  what  wou'dft  thou 

fay, 

If  thou  cou'dft  find  thy  fpeech  ? 
ALICIA. 

O!  mercy,  mercy! 
ARDEN. 

Thou  haft  had  none  on  me,  let  go  my  hand  : 
Why  doft  thou  prefs  it  to  thy  throbbing  heart, 
That  beats  — but  not  forme  ? 

ALICIA. 

Then  may  it  ne'er  beat  more. 
ARDEN. 
At  leaft,  I'm  fure  it  did  not  always  fo. 

ALICIA. 

For  that  my  foul  is  pierc'd  with  deep  remorfe, 
For  that  I  bow  me  to  the  duft  before  thee, 
And  die  to  be  forgiven.     O  Arden !  Arden  ! 

ARDEN. 

Prefumptuous  foot !   what  bufinefs  haft  thou  here  ? 
Did  I  not  know  my  weaknefs,  and  her  power ! 
Rife— rife- Alicia, 

ALICIA. 
No  :  here  let  me  Ite 
On  the  bare  bofom  of  this  confcious  earth, 

,  Till 
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Till  Arden  fpeak  the  words  of  peace  and  comfort, 
Or  my  heart  break  before  him. 

ARDEN. 

O  Alicia, 

Thou  inconfiftent  fpringof  grief  and  joy, 
Whence  bitter  itreams,  and  fvveet  alternate  flow, 
Come  to  my  arms,  and  in  this  too  fond  bofom 
Difburden  all  the  fulnefs  of  thy  foul. 

ALICIA. 

Let  me  approach  with  awe  that  facred  temple, 
Refurne  my  feat,  and  dwell  for  ever  there. 

ARDEN. 

There  ever  reign,  as  on  thy  native  throne, 
Thou  lovely  wanderer. 

ALICIA. 

Ami  atlaft, 

In  error's  fatal  mazes  long  bewilder'd, 
Permitted  here  to  find  my  peace  and  fafety ! 

ARDEN. 

Dry  up  thy  tears  ;  and  tell  me,  truly  tell  me : 
Has  my  long-fuffering  love  at  length  prevail'd, 
And  art  thou  mine  indeed  r 

ALICIA. 

Heaven  is  my  witnefs, 
Ilovethee,  Arden;  and  efteem  thy  love 
Above  all  earthly  good.     Thy  kind  forgivenefs 
Speaks  to  my  foul  that  peaceful  calm  connrm'd, 
Which  reafon  and  reflection  had  begun, 

ARDEN. 

Thou'rt  cheaply  purchas'd  with  unnumber'd  fighs, 
With  many  a  bitter  tear,    and  years  of  patience, 
Thou  treafure  of  more  worth  than  mines  of  gold. 

T  4  I  will 
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I  will  not  dcubt  my  happinefs.     Thou  art, 
Thou  wilt  be  mine,   ever,  and  only  mine. 

A  L  j  c  I  A. 
I  am,  I  will.     I  ne'er  knew  joy  till  now. 

ARDEN. 

This  is  our  trued,    happieft  nuptial  day. 
To-night,    thou  know'it  according  to  my  cuftom, 
Our  yearly  fair  returning  with  St.  Valentine, 
I  treat  my  friends.     I  go  to  countenance 
Their  honeit  mirth,  and  chear  them  with  my  bounty. 
Till  happy  night  farewel.     My  beft  Alicia, 
How  will  our  friends  rejoice,   our  foes  repine 
To  fee  us  thus! 

ALICIA. 

Thus  ever  may  they  fee  us  ! 
The  wandering  fires  that  have  fo  long  mifled  me, 
Are  now  extinguim'd,    and  my  heart  is  Arden's. 
The  flow'ry  path  of  innocence  and  peace 
Shines  bright  before,  and  I  mall  flray  no  longer. 
Whence  then  thefe  fighs,  and  why  thefe  floods  of 

tears  ? 

Sighs  are  the  language  of  a  broken  heart, 
And  tears  the  tribute  each  enlightened  eye 
Pays,    and  muft  pay,  for  vice  and  folly  paft. 
And  yet  the  painful'ft  virtue  hath  its  pleafure  : 
Tho'  dangers  rife,  yet  peace  reftor'd  within, 
vMy  foul  collected  mail  undaunted  meet  them. 

Tho' trouble,  grief,  and  death,  the  lot  of  all, 
On  good  and  bad  without  diftinction  fall; 
The  foul  which  conscious  innocence  fuitains, 
Supports  with  eafe  thefe  temporary  pains; 
But  ftung  with  guilt  and  loaded  by  defpair, 
Becomes  itfelf  a  burden  none  can  bear.      [Exeunt. 

SCENE 
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SCENE   IV. 
*The  Street.  People  at  a  Dijlance  as  at  a  Fair. 

Enter  ARDEN  on  one  Side,  and  BLACK  WILL  and 
SHAKEBAG  on  the  other  y  GREEN  dire  fling  them . 

BLACK     WILL. 

Shakebag,  you'll  fecond  me— S'blood,  give  the 
way.  [Jojlles  ARDEN. 

SHAKEBAG. 
May  we  not  pafs  the  ftreets  ? 
ARDEN. 
I  faw  you  not. 

BLACK     WILL. 

Your  fight  perhaps  is  bad,  your  -feeling  may  be 
better.  [Strikes  him. 

ARDEN. 
Infolent  villains !  [Draws. 

BLACK     WILL. 
Come,  we'll  teach  you  manners. 

ARDEN. 

Both  at  once !  barb'rous  cowards  ! 
Enter  M  o  s  B  Y  . 

M  O  S  B  Y. 
O  bloody  dogs!    attempt  a  life  fo  precious  !  — 

BLACK     WILL. 
This  is  a  fury,  George. 

[BLACK  WILL  and  SHAKEBAG  beaten  off". 
SHAKEBAG. 

I've  pink'd  him  tho' 

ARDEN. 
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Villains  come  back,  and  finifli  your  defign. 

M  O  s  B  y. 
Shall  I  purfue  them,   fir? 

ARDEN. 

Not  for  the  world  — 
Mofby  !  amazing  generofity ! 

M  O  S  B  Y. 
I  hope  you  are  not  hurt. 

ARDEN. 

Pierc'd  to  the  heart— 
MOSEY. 
Forbid  it,  heaven!  quick,   let  me  fly  for  help. 

ARDEN. 

With  fharp  reflection  :— Mofby,   I  can't  bear 
To  be  fo  far  oblig'dto  one  I've  wrong'd. 

M  O  S  B  Y, 
Who  wou'd  not  venture  life  to  fave  a  friend  ? 

ARDEN. 
From  you  I've  not  deferv'd  that  tender  name. 

M  O  S  BY. 
No  more  of  that — wou'd  I  were  worthy  of  it ! 

ARDEN. 

I  own  my  heart,  by  boiling  pafiions  torn, 
Forgets  its  gentlenefs  —  yet  is  ever  open 
To  melting  gratitude.     O  fay  what  price 
Can  buy  your  friendfhip  ? 

M  0  S  B  Y. 

Only  think  me  yours. 


ARDEN. 
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ARDEN. 

Eafy  indeed.     I  am  too  much  oblig'd. 
Why  wreak'd  not  your  good  fword  its  juftice  on  me, 
When  mad  with  jealous  rage,  in  my  own  houfe, 
I  urg'd  you  to  my  ruin  ? 

MOSB  Y. 

I  lov'd  you  then 
With  the  fame  warmth  as  now. 
ARDEN. 

What's  here  !  you  bleed. 
Let  me  bind  up  your  wound. 

M  O  SB  Y. 

A  trifle,  fir  — 
ARDEN. 
Your  friendihip  makes  it  fo.  -  See,  Franklin,  fee! 

Enter  FRANKLIN. 

The  man  I  treated  as  a  coward,  bleeding, 
Wretch  that  I  am!  for  his  defence  of  me. 
Look  to  your  wound.     And,  Mofby,   let  us  hope 
You'll  fup  with  me.  There  will  be  honeit  Bradfliaw, 
And  Franklin  here,  and— 

MOS  B  Y. 
Sir,    I  will  not  fail. 
FRANKLIN. 
I  mail  not  come. 

ARDEN. 

Nay,  Franklin,  that's  unkind. 
Prithee — 

FRANKLIN. 

Nay,  urge  me  not.— 1  have  my  reafons, 

M  0  S  BY. 
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M  O  S  B  Y. 

Avoids  my  company!  -  So  much  the  better. 
His  may  not  be  io  proper.  [JJide.]— An  hour  hence, 
If  you  are  not  engag'd,  we'll  meet  at  Fowl's. 

ARDEN. 
I  will  be  there. 

MOS  B  Y. 
Till  then  I  take  my  leave.     [Exit  MOSBY. 

ARDEN. 
How  have  I  been  miftaken  in  this  man  ! 

FRANKLIN. 
How  are  you  fare  you're  not  miftaken  now  ? 

ARDEN. 

No  doubt  he  loves  me;  and  I  blufh  to  think 
How  I've  fufpefted  him,  and  wrong'd  Alicia; 

FRANKLIN. 

May  you  be  ever  happy  in  your  wife ; 
But 

ARDEN. 

Speak But  what?  let's  have  no  riddles  here. 

Can  me  be  innocent,    and  Mofby  guilty? 

FRANKLIN. 

To  fp'eak  my  thoughts,  this  new  officious  fondnefs 
Makes  me  fufpecl :  -I  like  him  worfe  than  ever. 

ARDEN. 
Becaufe  I  like  him  better.     What  a  churl ! 

FRANKLIN. 

You're  credulous,  and  treat  myferious  doubts 
With  too  much  levity.  You  vex  me,  Arden.  [Exit. 


ARDEN. 


ARDEN  OF   FEVERSHAM.     285 

A  R  D  E  N. 

Believe  me,  friend,  you'll  laugh  at  this  hereafter. 

[Exit  the  other  nvajr. 

[MosBY  having  watch' d  FRANKLIN  out,    re-enters 
•with  GREEN.] 

MOSBY. 

The  furly  friend  has  left  him  -as  I  wifh'd— 
You  fee  how  eagerly  the  foolifh  fool 
Flies  headlong  to  our  fnare  :   now  to  inclofe  him. 
At  eight  the  guefls  are  bidden  to  his  banquet, 
And  only  Michael,  of  his  numerous  train, 
Keeps  home  with  his  Alicia.     He'll  fecure 
The  keys  of  all  the  doors,  and  let  you  in 
With  my  two  trufty  blood-hounds.     Alicia  feems 

Averfeat  prefent 

GREEN. 
She'll  not  dare  betray  us. 

MOSBY. 

Not  when  the  deed  is  done.     We  know  too  much. 
She'll  be  ourprifoner,  and  (hall  be  obferv'd. 
Towards  evening,  then,  upon  a  flight  pretence 
To  pafs  an  hour  at  draughts  (a  game  he  loves) 
I'll  draw  this  huihand  home.     You'll  be  prepar'd 
In  th'  inner  room  (Michael  will  mew  it  you) 
Till  at  a  fignal  given,  you  all  rum  forth, 
And  ftrangle  him. 

GREEN. 

Good  -  'tis  a  death  that  leaves 
No  bloody  character  to  mark  the  place. 

MOSBY. 

Howe'er,  come  all  provided  with  your  daggers. 
Do  you  feek  Michael,  I'll  inftruft  the  reft. 

GREEN. 
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GREEN. 
Whatfhall  the  fignal  be? 

M  O  S  B  Y. 

Thefe  words  in  th'  game, 
/  take  you  nonv. 

GREEN. 
Arden!  thou'rt  taken  now  indeed. 

M  O  S  BY. 

His  body,  thrown  behind  the  Abbey-wall, 
Shall  be  defcried  by  th'  early  pafienger 
Returning  from  the  fair.  -  My  friend,   thy  hand— 

[Shakes  it. 

Be  iirm,  and  our  united  flrength 
With  eafe  fhall  caft  dead  Arden  to  the  earth. 

GREEN. 
Thanks  to  his  foolim  tendernefs  of  foal. 

M  O  S  B  Y. 

True,  he  who  trulls  an  old  invet'rate  foe, 
Bares  his  own  breaft,  and  courts  the  fatal  blow. 

[Exeunt. 


ACT 
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A  C  T     V. 

SCENE    J. 

A  R  D  E  N'S   Houfe. 

ALICIA  alone. 

WHAT  have  I  heard !    is  this  the  houfe  of 
Arden  ! 

0  !  that  the  po\ver  which  has  fo  often  fav'd  him, 
Wou'd  fend  his  guardian  angel  to  him  now, 

To  whifperin  his  ear  his  prefent  danger  ! 

Fly,  Arden,  fly,  avoid  this  fatal  roof, 

Where  murder  lurks,  and  certain  death  awaits  thee: 

Wander  — no  matter  where — turn  but  from  hence, 

Thou  canft  not  mifs  thy  way.  —The  houfe  is  theirs.— 

1  am  fufpected — Michael  guards  the  door    -    • 
And  ev'n  Maria's  abfent.     Bloody  Mofby, 
Thefe  are  the  fruits  of  thy  detefted  luft. 

But  hark,  the  fiends  approach. Green  had  hu 
manity. 

Enter  GREEN,    BLACK   WILL,    SHAKEBAG,  and 
MICHAEL. 

Cou'd  I  prevail  on  him  !  —  O  fir • 

[Talks  apart  with  GREEN. 
BLACK    WILL. 

What  a  fair  houfe !  rich  furniture  !  what  piles  of 
mafTy  plate !  and  then  yon  iron  cheft.  Good  plun 
der,  comrade. 

SHAKEBAG. 

And  madam  Arden  there— -a  prize  worth  them 
all  to  me. 


BLACK. 
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BLACK     WILL. 

And  fhall  that   fawning,  white  liver'd  coward, 
Mofby,  enjoy  all  thefe? 

SHAKEBAG. 
No  doubt  he  wou'd,  were  we  the  fools  he  thinks  us. 

GREEN. 
Had  he  as  many  lives  as  drops  of  blood, 

I'd  have  them  all. [To  ALICIA. 

ALICIA. 

But  for  one  fmgle  night — 
GREEN. 

I'd  not  defer  his  fate  a  fmgle  hour, 
Tho'  I  were  fure  myfelf  to  die  the  next. 
So,    peace,  irrefolute  woman  -  and  be  thankful 
For  thy  own  life. 

ALICIA. 
O  mercy,  mercy—- 
GREEN. 

Yes, 

Such  mercy  as  the  nurfing  lionefs, 
When  drain'd  of  moifture  by  her  eager  young, 
Shews  to  the  prey  that  firft  encounters  her. 

BLACK     WILL. 

\Vho  talks  of  mercy,  when  I  am  here  ? 

GREEN. 

She  wou'd  prevent  us ;  but  our  fteady  courage 
Laughs  at  her  coward  arts. 

\Knocking  gently  at  the  Gate. 
Why,  Michael! 

MICHAEL. 

Sir!    . 

C  R  E  E  N. 


ARDEN  OF   FEVERSHAM.      2*9 

GREEN. 

Thou  bloodlefs  coward,  what  doft  tremble  at .? 
Doft  thou  not  hear  a  knocking  at  the  gate  ?1>h  * 

[Exit  MiCHAEt. 

Mofby,    no  doubt.     How  like  a  fly  adulterer, 
Who  Heals  at  midnight,  and  with  caution  gives 
Th'  appointed  fignal  to  his  neighbour's  wife. 

BLACK     WILL. 
Which  is  the  place  where  we're  to  be  eonceal'd  ? 

GREEN. 
This  inner  room. 

BLACK     WILL. 
'Tiswell. — The  word  is,    now  I  take  you. 

\Knocking  louder  than  before* 
GREEN. 

Ay,  there's  authority.     That  fpeaks  the  mafter. 
He  feems  in  hafte  :    'twere  pity  he  mou'd  wait, 
Now  we're  fo  well  prepar'd  for  his  reception. 
[GREEN,  BLACK  WILL,   ^^SHAKEBAG,  go  /«- 
to  the  inner  Room.  ~\ 

ALICIA  remains  alone. 

ALICIA. 

Now  whither  are  they  gone  ?— the  door's  unbar'cU 
I  heard  the  found  of  feet.     Shou'd  it  be  Arden, 
And  Mofby  with  him — I  can't  bear  the  doubt, 
Nor  wou'd  I  be  refolv'd.     Be  hufh'd  my  fears, 
'Tis  Molby,   and  alone. 

Enter  MOSBY. 

Sir;   hear  me,  Mofby. 
M  O  S  B  Y. 
Madam,  is  this  a  time  ? 

VOL.  II.  U  ALICIA. 
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ALICIA. 

I  will  be  heard, 

And  mark  me,  when  I  fwear,  never  hereafter, 
By  look,  word,  aft 

M  O  S  B  Y. 

Be  damn'd— your  hufband— 
ALICIA. 

Ha!—  [She/creams. 

Enter  ARDEN  and  MICHAEL. 

ARDEN. 
Am  I  amonfler,  that  I  fright  theethus? 

[To  MICHAEL. 

Say,  what  has  happened  fmce  I  left  the  houfe  ? 
Thou  look'ft,  Alicia,  as  if  wild  amazement^Y*- 
Had  chang'd  thee  to  the  image  of  herfelf. 

ALICIA. 
Is  Frankland  with  you  ? 

ARDEN. 

vi  i  No. 

ALICIA, 

Nor  Fowl,  nor  Bradlhaw  ? 
ARDEN. 

Keither,  but  both  expected. — 
ALICIA. 

Merciful  heaven! 
ARDEN. 

I  meant  to  dedicate  this  happy  night 
To  mirth  and  joy,  and  thy  returning  love. 

^S be  Jigls. 

Make  me  not  fad,  Alicia:  for  my  fake 
Let  difcontent  be  banifn'd  from  your  brow, 

And 
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And  welcome  Arden's  friends  with  laughing  eyes 
Amongit  the  firfl  let  Mofby  be  enroll'd. 

ALICIA. 

The  villain ! 

A  R  DEN. 

Nay,  I  am  too  well  convinc'd 
Of  Mofby's  friendfhip  and  Alicia's  love, 
Eve*  to  wrong  them  more  by  weak  fufpicions. 
I've  been  indeed  to  blame,  but  I  will  make  thee 
A  large  amends,    Alicia.— Look  upon  him, 
As  on  the  man  that  gave  your  hufband's  life. 

ALICIA. 

Wou'd  take  my  hufband'slife  !— I'll  tell  him  all, 
And  caft  this  load  of  horror  from  my  foul : 
Yet,  'tis  a  dreadful  hazard.     Both  muft  die. 
A  fearful  thought !    Franklin  may  come,  or  Bfad- 
Ihaw — 

0  let  me  not  precipitate  his  fate  !  [Apde. 

MOSB  Y. 

1  fee  my  prefence  is  offenfive  there.  {Going. 

ARDEN. 

Alicia !   No— me  has  no  will  but  mine. 
M  O  S  B  Y. 


It  is  not  fit  (he  fhou'd  :— and  yet— perhaps— 
Twere  better,  fir  — permit  me  to  retire. 

ARDEN. 

No  more— our  friendmip  publickly  avow'd 
Will  clear  her  injur'd  virtue  to  the  world. 

MO  S  B  Y, 
Something  there  is  in  that— 


U2  ARDEN. 
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A  R  D  E  N. 

It  is  a  debt 
I  owe  to  both  your  fames,  and  pay  it  freely. 

MOS  BY. 

For  her  fake  then,   not  for  my  own. 
ALICIA. 

O  damn'd  diffembler  !  \Apde. 
A  R  D  E  N. 
Come,    take  your  feat;    this   mall   not  fave  your 

money. 

Bringus  the  the  tables,  Michael  —  \Theyfa  and  play. 
ALICIA. 

Ojuft heaven!  [A/Me. 

Wiltthou  not  interpofe  ?  — how  dread  this  paufe! 
Ten  thoufand  terrors  crowd  the  narrow  fpace. 

A  R  D  E  N. 
Your  thoughts  are  abfent,  Mofby. 

BLACK     WILL. 
Blood !   why  don't  Mofby  give  the  word  t 

MICHAEL. 
Give  back,  the  game's  againft  him. 

ALICIA. 

Fly,  Franklin  !  fly,   to  fave  thy  Arden's  life. 
Murder  herfelf,  that  chafes  him  in  view, 
Beholding  me  ftarts  back,    and  for  a  moment 
Sufpends  her  thirfl  of  blood.  [Apart. 

A  R  D  E  N. 

Come,  give  it  up ;   I  told  you  I  fhou'd  win.    \Rifes. 
M  O  S  B  Y. 

No,  I  fee  an  advantage ;  move  again. 

A  R  D  E  N. 
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A  R  D  E  N. 
There. 

M  O  S  B  Y. 
Now  I  take  you. 

[BLACK  WILL  throws  a  fcarfover  A  R  D  E  N  's  Lead* 
in  order  to  ft r  angle  him  \  but  ARDEN  dif engages 
himfelf,  wrefts  a  dagger  from  SHAKEBAG,  and 
Jlqnds  on  his  defence,  till  Mo  s  B  Y  getting  behind  and 
feizing  his  arm  the  reft  ajfajfinate  him»~] 
ALICIA. 

0  Pow'r  omnipotent !  make  ftrong  his  arm, 
Give  him  to  conquer.     Ha  !  my  prayers  are  curfes, 
And  draw  down  vengeance  where  th,ey  meant  a 

bleffing. 

ARDEN.      •-.'•' 
Jnhofpitable  villain  * 

ALICIA. 

O !    he  dies. 
ARDEN. 
Ohold  yourbloody — Mofby  too  !  Nay  then  [Fatting. 

1  yield  me  to  my  fate.  —  Is  this,  Alicia, 
This  the  return  fcr  my  unequal  love? 

ALICIA. 

Or  death,  or  madnefs,  wou'd  be  mercies  now. 
Therefore  beyond  my  hopes. 

'ARDEN. 

O  Molby,  Michael,    Green, 
Why  have  you  drawn  my  blood  upon  your  fouls  r 

M  O  S  B  Y. 

Behold  her  there,  to  whom  I  was  betroth'd, 
And  afk  no  further— 
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GREEN. 

Think  on  thy  abbey- lands 
From  injur'd  Green. 

A  R  D  E  N. 

You  are  now  your  own  judges, 
But  we  fhall  meet  again  where  right  and  truth—- 
Who — who  are  thefe  ?   But  I  forgive  you  all. 
Thy  hand,  Alicia— 

ALICIA. 

I'll  not  give  it  thee. 
A  RD  E  N. 

O  wretched  woman  !  have  they  kilPd  thee  too  * 
A  deadly  palenefs,  agony,  and  horror 
On  thy  fadvifage  fit.     My  foul  hangs  on  thee, 
And  tho'  departing— juft  'departing— loves  thee  : 
Is  loth  to  leave,  unreconcil'd  to  thee, 
This  ufelefs  mangled  tenement  of  clay. 
Difmifs  her  pleas'd,  and  fay  thou'rt  innocent. 

ALICIA. 
All  hell  contains  not  fuch  a  guilty  wretch. 

A  R  D  E  N. 

Then  welcome  death !   tho'  in  the  fhape  of  murder. 
How  have  I  doated  to  idolatry  ! 
Vain  foolifli  wretch,  and  thoughtlefs  of  hereafter, 
Nor  hop'd,  nor  wifh'd  a  heaven  beyond  her  love, 
Now,  unprepar'd,   I  periih  by  her  hate. 

ALICIA. 

Tho'  blacker  and  more  guilty  than  the  fiends. 
My  foul  is  white  from  this  accurfed  deed. 
O  Arden  !  hear  me- — 

A  R  D  E  N. 

Full  of  doubts  I  corne, 
O  thou  Supreme,  to  feek  thy  awful  prefence, 

Mv 
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My  foul  is  on  the  wing.     I  own  thy  juftice. 
Prevent  me  with  thy  mercy.  [Dits* 

ALICIA. 

Turn  not  from  me : 

Behold  me,  pity  me,  fui  vey  my  forrovvs. 
I  who  defpis'd  the  duty  of  a  wife, 

Will  be  thy  Have. Spit  on  me,  fpurn  me,  fir, 

I'll  love  thee  ftill.     O  couldft  thou  court  my  fcorn, 
And  now  abhor  me,  when  I  love  thee  more, 
If  polfible,  than  e'er  thou  lov'dft  Alicia. 

M  O  3  B  Y. 

Mad  fool,  he's  dead,  and  hears  thee  not. 
ALICIA. 

'Tisfalfe 

He  fmiles  upon  me,  and  applauds  my  vengeance. 
{Snatches  a   dagger,    and  firikes  at  Mo  SET. 
*—~A  knocking  at  the  gate  • 

M  0  S  B  Y. 
Damnation!  — 

B  L  A  C  K     WILL. 
'Sdeath !     we   mail   leave   our  work  unfinifh'd, 

and  be  betray'd  atlaft. Let's  hide  the  body, 

M  O  S  B  Y. 
Force  her  away, 

ALICIA. 

Inhuman  bloody  villains ! 
{Sbefiuoons,  as  Jhe  is  forced  from  the  body* 

Enter  MARIA. 
MARIA. 

Mofbyhere! • 

My  Hiding  feet,  as  t;hey  move  trembling  forwards; 
U  Ar« 
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Are  drench'd  in  blood.     O  may  I  only  fancy 

1  hat  Arden  there  lies  murder'd 

M  O  S  B  y. 

How  fares  Alicia?^ — . 
ALICIA. 
As  the  howling  damn'd :  and  thou  my  hell  — 

MARIA. 
Unhappy  brother ! 

If  thou  haft  done  this  deed,  hope  not  to'fcape: 
Mercy  herfelf,  who  only  fecks  for  crimes, 
1  hat  (he  may  pardon  and  reform  the  guilty, 
Wou  d  change  her  nature  at  a  fight  like  this. 
Enter  MICHAEL. 

MICHAEL. 
The  guefts  are  come— the  fervants  all  rejturn'd. 

M  O  S  B  Y. 
Alicia,  be  thyfelf ;  and  mafk  thy  heart 

[MOSBY  lifts  up  ALICIA. 
*rom  ev  ry  prying  eye  with  courteous  fmiles. 

ALICIA. 
Thou  canft  not  think  me  mean  enough  to  live. 

MOSBY. 
You  wou'd  not  choofe  an  ignominious  death  ? 

ALICIA. 

That's  dl  1  dread—Might  but  the  filent  grave, 
When  it  receives  me  to  its  dark  abode, 
Hide    with  my  dull,  my  fhame!  -  O  might  that  be, 
And  Arden's  death  reveng'd.-'Tis  my  fole  prayer. 
if  not,  may  awful  juilice  have  her  courfe. 

[Exit  ALICIA. 
MOSBY. 
Siller!  our  lives  are  thine  — 

MARIA. 
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MARIA. 

Tho'  Mofby  has  fhook  ofF  humanity,  I  can't  be 
his  accufer.  [Exit  MARIA. 

M  O  S  B  Y. 

Follow  them,  Green,  and  watch  Alicia's  conduct. 

GREEN. 

I  will,  but  cannot  anfvver  for  my  own. 
O  Arden  I    Arden  I  cou'd  we  change  conditions  ! 

[Exit  GREEN. 

BLACK     WILL. 
Why  what  a  crew  of  cowards ! 
In  the  fame  moment  murdering  and  repenting. 

MO  S  B  Y. 
Give  me  the  ring  that  is  on  Arden's  finger. 

SHAKEBA  G. 
There.     Will  you  have  his  purfe  too  ? 

M  O  S  B  Y. 
No,   keep  that. 

BLACK     WILL. 

Thanks  for  our  own  :  wemou'd  have  kept  the  ring, 
Were  it  not  too  remarkable. 
But  how  muft  we  difpofe  of  the  body  ? 

M  O  S  B  Y. 

Convey  it  thro*  the  garden,  to  the  field 
Behind  the  abbey-wall :  Michael  will  mew  the  way. 
The  night  is  dark  and  cloudy — yet  take  heed — 
The  houfe  is  full  of  company. 

BLACK     WILL. 
Sir,  if  you  doubt  our  conduct,  do't  yourfelf. 

M  O  S  B  Y. 
Nay,  gentlemen  •— r 

-r  SHAKEBA  G. 
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SHAKEBAG. 
Pretend  to  direct  us  ! 

MOSEY. 
For  your  own  fakes  —  Arden  will  foon  be  mifs'd. 

SHAKEBAG. 
We  know  our  bufmefs,  fir. 

M  O  S  B  Y. 

I  doubt  it  not. 

There's  your  reward.    The  horfes  both  are  faddled, 
And  ready  for  your  flight. 

ELACK     WILL. 

Ufe  them  yourfelf  : 
I  hope  we're  as  fafe  as  you. 

M  O  S  B  Y. 
Why,  gentlemen—  Arden,  I  us'd  thee  worfe.  \AJide. 

BLACK     WILL. 
We  mall  take  care  however  for  our  own  fakes. 

M  O  S  B  Y. 

*T.is  very  well—  I  hope  we  all  are  friends. 
So-  foftly—  foftly  —  Michael,  not  that  door  _ 

[Mi  c  H  A  E  L  going  out  at  the  wrong  door. 
So  —  make  what  fpeed  you  can  ;  I'll  wait  you  there. 

[Extunt. 
SCENE    II. 

A  Hall  in  ARDEN'S  Houfe. 

M  O  s  BY  alone. 

They  muft  pafs  undefcry'd  :  gardens  and  fields 
Are  dreary  deferts  now.     Night-fowls  and  beafls  of 


^ 

Avcid  the  pinching  rigour  of  the  feafon, 
Nor  leave  their  ihelter  at  a  time  like  this. 
And  yet  this  night,    this  ling'ring  winter  night, 
3  H 


ung 
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Hung  with  a  weight  of  clouds  that  flops  her  courfe, 
Contracts  new  horrors,  and  a  deeper  black, 
From  this  damn'ddeed. — Mofby,  thou  haft  thy  wiih. 
Arden  is  dead  ;   now  count  thy  gains  at  leifure. 
Dangers  without,  on  every  fide  fufpicion; 
Within,  my  llarting  confcience  markfuch  wounds 
As  hell  can  equal,  only  murderers  feel.     [A  paufe. 
This,   this  the  end  of  all  my  flatt'ring  hopes  ! 
0 1    happieft  was  I  in  my  humble  Hate  : 
Tho'  I  lay  down  in  want,  I  flept  in  peace  : 
My  daily  toil  begat  my  night's  repofe, 
My  night's  repofe  made  day- light  pleating  to  me. 
But  now  I've  climb'd  the  top-bough  of  the  tree, 
And  fought  to  build  my  neft  among  the  clouds  : 
The  gentleft  gales  of  fummer  (hake  my  bed, 
And  dreams  of  murder  harrow  up  my  foul. 
But  hark  !  -  Not  yet  :  -'Tis  dreadful  being  alone. 
This  awful  filence,  that  unbroken  reigns 
Thro'  earth  and  air,  awakes  attention  more, 
Than  thunder'burfting  from  ten  thoufand  clouds  : 
S'death  l-r-'tis  but  Michael— Say— 

Enter    MICHAEL. 
MICHAEL. 

Dead  Arden  licg 

Behind  the  abbey — 'tis  a  difmal  fight ! 
It  fnow'd  apace  while  we  difpos'd  the  body. 

MOSBY. 
And  not  as  you  return'd  ? 

FRANKLIN. 
No,  fir— 
MOSBY. 

That's  much  — 
Shou'dyou  be  queftion'das  to  Arden's  death, 

You'll  not  confefs .? 

MICHAEL. 
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MICHAEL. 
No,  fo  Maria's  mine. 
M  O  S  B  Y. 
She's  thine,  if  all  a  brother  can— 

MICHAEL. 

What's  if? 

I  bought  her  dear,  at  hazard  of  my  foul, 
And  force  ihali  make  her  mine— 

MOS  BY. 

Why,  how  now,   coward  ! 
Enter  MARIA. 

MARIA. 

The  guefts  refufe  to  take  their  feats  without  you. 
Alicia's  grief  too  borders  on  diltraclion. 
Thy  prefence  may  appeafe— 

M  O  S  B  Y. 

Increafe  it  rather. 
MARIA. 
Michael,  your  abfence  too  has  been  obferv'd. 

MO  S  BY. 

Say  we  are  coming.  [Exit  MA* i  A  . 

MICHAEL. 

One  thing  I'd  forgot.  [Reluming. 
Soon  as  the  company  have  left  the  houfe, 
The  ruffians  will  return. 

M  O  S  B  Y. 

What  wou'd  the  villains  ? 
MICHAEL. 

They  mutter'd  threats  and  curfes, 
And  feem'd  not  fatisned  with  their  reward. 

[Exit  MICH  A  EL. 

M  0  S  B  Y. 
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M  O  S  BY. 

tet  them  take  all.     Ambition,  av'rice,  luft, 
That  drove  me  on  to  murder,   now  forfake  me. 
O  Arden  !  if  thy  difcontented  ghoft 
Still  hovers  here  to  fee  thy  blood  reyeng'd, 
View,   view  the  anguiih  of  this  guilty  breaft, 
And  be  appeas'd. 

SCENE      III. 

A  Room  GARDEN'S  Houfe.  A  Table  fpread for  Supper, 

GREEN,  BRADSHAW,  ADAM   FOWL, 

ALICIA,   MARIA,  &c. 

BRADSHAW. 

Madam,  be  comforted. 

ADAM     FOWL. 

Some  accident,     or    bufmefs  unforefeen, 
Detains  him  thus. 

BRADSHAW. 

I  doubt  not  of  his  fafety. 

ALICIA. 

I  thank  you,  gentlemen  ;  I  know  you  lov'd 
My  Arden  well,   and  kindly  (peak  your  wifhes. 

Enter  Mos  B  Y. 

M  O  S  B  Y. 
I  am  afham'd  I've  made  you  wait :    be  feated. 

GREEN. 

Madam,    firft  take  your  place. 
ALICIA. 

Make  me  not  mad 
To  me  henceforth  all  places  are  alike.  [Sits 

MOS  B^ 
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M  O  S  B  Y. 

:ome,  fince  we  want  the  matter  of  the  houfe 
1 11  take  his  feat  for  once. 

ALICIA. 

Dares  he  do  this  ?      [  .4fide. 

MOSSY. 

Tm  much  affiifted  that  he  Hays  fo  late  : 
Tne  times  are  perilous. 

GREEN. 

_  And  he  has  enemies, 

Ino  no  man,  fare,  did  e'erdeferve  themlefs. 

M  O  S  B  Y. 
This  day  he  was  aflaulted  in  the  ftreet. 

GREEN. 
You  fav'd  him  then. 

M  O  S  B  Y. 

Wou'd  I  were  with  him  now  ! 
MARIA. 

She  ftarts,  her  looks  are  wild.  [Afide.]  How  fare  you, 
madam  ? 

ALICIA. 
I'm  loft  in  admiration  of  your  brother. 

MARIA. 
I  fear  her  more  than  ever.[^/^.]Madam,  be  merry. 

M  O  S  B  Y. 

Michael,  fome  wine.     Health  and  long  life  to  Ar- 
den-  [Drinks. 

ALICIA. 
The  good  you  wim,  and  have  procur'd  for  Arc|en, 

Light  on  thyfelf.  [*^ 

M  ARIA 
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MARIA. 

For  heaven's  fake 

ALICIA. 

Give  me  way. 

[Comes  forward. 
Let  them  difpatch  and  fend  me  to  my  hufband  : 

[  All  rife. 
I've  liv'd  too  long  with  falfhood  and  deceit. 

[Knocking  at  the  gate. 

ADAM     FOWL. 

What  noife  is  that  ?  [Exit  MICHAEL. 

BRADSHAW. 

Pray  heaven,  that  all  be  right. 
MO  S  B  Y. 
Bar  all  the  doors. 

Enter  MICHAEL. 

MICHAEL. 

We  are  difcover'd,  fir.    [To  Moss  Y, 
The  Mayor  with  officers  and  men  in  arms. 

Enter   MAYOR,  &c. 

MAYOR. 
Go  you  with  thefe,    and  do  as  I  direfted. 

[Exeunt  officers  and  others. 
I'm  forry  that  the  duty  of  my  office 
Demand's  a  vifit  fo  unfeafonable. 
M  O  S  B  Y. 

Your  worfhip  doubtlefs  were  a  welcome  gueft 
At  any  hour;  but  wherefore  thus  attended? 

MAYOR. 

I  have  received  a  warrant  from  the  council 
To  apprehend  two  moft  notorious  ruffians ; 

And 
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And  information  being  made  on  oath, 
That  they  were  feen  to  enter  here  to-night, 
I'm  come  to  fearch. 

GREEN. 

I'm  glad  it  is  no  worfe.    [Apde. 

MOSBY. 

And  can  they  think  that  Arden  entertains 
Villains  like  thofe  you  fpeak  of?  Were  he  here3 
You'd  not  be  thank'd  for  this  officioufnefs. 

MAYOR. 

I  know  my  duty,  fir,  and  that  refpeft, 
So  juftly  due  to  our  good  neighbour's  worth- 
But  where  is  Arden  ? 

ALICIA. 

Heavens  !  where  indeed  ! 
MARIA. 

Alicia,  for  my  fake—  [Afide. 

ALICIA. 

Jf  I  were  filent, 

Each  precious  drop  of  murder'd  Arden's  blood 
Wou'd  find  a  tongue,    and  cry  to  heaven  for  venge 

CL4ov*>- 


ance. 

MAYOR. 
What  fays  the  lady  ? 

MOSBY. 

Oh  !   fir,  heed  her  not. 
Her  hufband  has  not  been  at  home  to-night, 
And  her  mifboding  forrow  for  his  abfence, 
Has  almoftmade  her  frantic. 

MAYOR. 

Scarce  an  hour, 
Since  I  beheld  him  enter  here  with  you. 

MOSBY. 
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MOS  BY. 

The  darknefs  of  the  night  deceived  you,  fir ; 
It  was  a  ftranger,   iince  departed  hence. 

MAYOR. 

That's  molt  furprizing.  No  man  knows  him  better. 
FRANKLIN  without. 

Within  there— ho -bar  up  your  gates  with  care, 

And  fet  a  watch Let  not  a  man  go  by • 

[FRANKLIN    and  others  enter  with  lights—* 
Andev'ry  tongue,  tjiat  gave  notits  confent 
To  Arden's  death,  join  mine  and  cry  aloud 
To  heaven  and  earth  for  juftice.   Honeft  Arden, 
My  friend — is  murder'd. 

MAYOR. 

Murder'd! 
GREEN. 

How? 
MO  S  B  Y. 

By  whom  ? 

FRANKLIN. 

How  mall  I  utter  what  my  eyes  have  feen  ! 
Horrid  with  many  a  gaping  wound  he  lies 
Behind  the  nbbey,  a  lad  fpeftacle  I 
O vengeance!  vengeance! 

M  A  y.p  R. 

Judly  art  thou  moved. 
Paffion  is  reafon  in  a  caufe  like  this. 

FRANKLIN". 

Eternal  Providence,  towhofe  bright  eye 
Darknefs  itfelf  is  as  the  noon- day  bfaze, 
Who  brings  the  midnight  murd'rer  and  his  deeds 
VOL.  II.  X  To 
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To  light  and  mame,  has  in  their  own  fecurity 
Found  thefe. 

MAYOR. 

Here  feize  them  all this  inftant : 

[ALICIA  faitttf. 

Look  to  the  lady.   This  may  be  but  feign'd. 
Your  charge  but  goes  along  with  my  fufpicions. 

BRADSHAW. 
And  mine. 

ADAM     FOWL. 
And  mine. 
FRANKLIN. 

Firft  hear  me,  and  then  judge, 
Whether  on  flight  preemptions  I  accufe  them. 
Thefe  honeft  men  (neighbours  and  townfmen  all) 
Conduaed  me,  dropping  with  grief  and  fear, 
To  where  the  body  lay ;  -  with  them  I  took  thefe 

notes, 

Not  to  be  trufled  to  the  faithlefs  memory. 
"  Huge  clots  of  blood  and  fome  of  Arden's  hair 
"  May  Hill  be  feen  upon  the  garden-wall ; 
"  Many  fuch  rufhes  as  thefe  floors  are  ftrew'd  with, 
,    ««  Stick  to  his  fhoes  and  garments :    and  the  prints 
"  Of  feveral  feet  may  in  the  fnow  be  trac'd, 
"  From  theftark  body  to  the  very  door." 
Thefe  are  preemptions  he  was  murderM  here, 
And  that  th'  aflaffins  having  borne  his  corpfe 
Into  the  fields,  hither  return'd  again. 

M  O  S  B  Y. 
Are  thefe  your  proofs  ? 

GREEN. 

Thefe  are  but  circumftances, 
'And  only  prove  thy  malice. 

FRANKLIN. 
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FRANKLIN. 

And  this  fcarf, 

Known  to  be  Arden's,  in  the  court  was  found, 
All  blood.— 

MAYOR. 
Search  'em. — 

MICHAEL. 
I  thought  I'd  thrown  it  down  the  well.  ^AJidt. 

MAYOR. 

Enter  that  room  and  fearch  the  lady  there ; 
We  may  perhaps  difcover  more.      [To  an  Officer. 
"[Officer  goes  out  and  re-enters,    in   the  mean   time 
another  officer  fe  arches  MOSBY  and  GREEN.] 

FIRST     OFFICER. 
On  Arden's  wife  I  found  this  letter. 

SECOND     OFFICER. 
And  I  this  ring  on  Mofby. 

MAYOR. 

Righteous  heaven ! 

Well  may'ft  thou  hang  thy  head,  detefted  villain: 
This  very  day  did  Arden  wear  this  ring, 
I  faw  it  on  his  hand. — 

MOSBY. 

I  freely  yield  me  to  my  fate. 
Enter  another  Officer. 

OFFICER. 
We've  feiz'd  two  men  behind  fome  flacks  of  wood. 

MAYOR. 
Well,  bring  'em  in, — 

[BLACK  WILL  #»;/SHAK:EBAG  brought  in. 

They  anfwer  the  defcription ; 

X  2  '    But 
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But  let  them  wait  till  I  have  done  with  thefe. 
Heavens !  what  a  fcene  of  villany  is  here  ! 

[Having  read  the  Letter, 
BLACK     WILL. 

Since  we're  fure  to  die,  tho'  I  cou'd  wifh  'twere- 
in  better  company  (for  I  hate  that  fawning  rafcal, 
Mofby)  I'll  tell  the  truth  for  once.  He  has  long 
been  engaged  in  an  affair  with  Arden's  wife  there, 
but  fearing  a  difcovery,  and  hoping  to  get  into  his 
eftate,  hir'd  us  to  hide  him. — That's  all. 

MAYOR. 
And  you  the  horrid  deed  performed  ? 

•  -  /••  S  H  A  K  E  B  A  G. 

We  did,  with  his  affiftance,  and  Green's  and  Mi 
chael's. 

MAYOR. 

This  letter  proves  Alicia,  from  the  firft, 
Was  made  acquainted  with  your  black defign. 

BLACK      WILL. 

I  know  nothing  of  that:  but  if  me  was,  me  re 
pented  of  it  afterwards.  So,  I  think,  you  call  that 
a  change  of  mind. 

MAYOR. 

That  may  avail  her  at  the  bar  of  heav'n, 
But  is  no  plea  at  our's.     Bear  them  to  prifon  ; 

[AnciA    brought  in. 

Load  them  with  irons,  make  them  feel  their  guilt, 
And  groan  away  their  miferable  hours, 
Till  fentence  of  the  law  mall  call  them  forth 
Topublick  execution. 

ALICIA. 
I  adore 
Tli*  unerring  hand  of  jxuftice ;  and  with  filence 

Had 
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Had  yielded  to  my  fate,  but  for  this  maid, 
Who,  as  my  foul  dreads  juftics  on  her  crimes, 
Knew  not,  or  e'er  conferred  to  this  deed,. 

MAYOR. 
But  did  me  not  confent  to  keep  it  fecret  ? 

MO  SB  Y. 
To  fave  a  brother,  and  moft  wretched  friend. 

M  AY  O  R. 

She  has  undone  herfelf- Behold  how  innocence 
May  fuffer  in  bad  fellowship.-- And  Bradfhaw, 

My  honeil  neighbour  Bradihavv  too- 1  read  it 

With  grief  and  wonder. 

BRADSHAW. 

Madam,  I  appeal 

To  you  ;   as  you  are  fhortly  to  appear 
Before  a  Judge  that  fees  our  fecret  thoughts, 
Say,  had  I  knowledge,  or  — 

ALICIA. 

You  brought  the  letter, 
But  well  I  hope  you  knew  not  the  contents. 

MAYOR. 

Hence  with  them  all,  till  time  and  farther  light 
SJiall  clear  thefe  myfteries. 

ADAM     FOWL., 

If  I'm  condemn'd, 

My  blood  be  on  his  head  that  gives  the  fentence* 
I'm  not  accus'd,   and  only  afk  for  juftice. 

FRANKLIN. 

You  (hall  havejuftice  all,  and  rig'rousjuftice. 
So  mall  the  growth  of  fuch  enormous  crimes, 
By  their  dread  fate  be  check'd  in  future  times. 
Of  avarice,  Mofbyadread  inftance  prove, 
And  poor  Alicia  of  unlawful  love. 


E      P     I      L      O     G      U      E. 

By   a    FRIEND. 

Spoken  by  the  yousg  Gentlewoman  who  performed 
/  A  L  i  c  i  A.     \)  ' 


I 


ancient  bard,    versed  in  dramatick  laws, 
Has  f aid  (and  well  be  knew  to  gain  his  caufe} 
tf   Ybefcafomng  of  a  play  is  the  "pplaufe  *." 
Within  theft  walls,  this  truth  no  c'aubt  will  bear, 
Wiihout  fu(h  feafoning,   there's  no  'biding  here.— 
Firft  for  our  autbnr  :  for  his  play -,  I  mean  ; 
(For  he 's  beyond  the  reach  cf  critick  fpleen) 
**  If  he  has  touched  your  hearts,  your  tears  willjhew  it, 
^nd your  hands  echo  back,   you  acquit  the  poet. 
Next,  our  performance ;  there,  fwe>cve  done  our  beft  : 
And  where  ought1  s  wanting.,  you'llfupply  the  reft: 
I  know  you  will,  you  mufi  ;  from  hence  1 fpy 
Good-nature  fpa,>-kling  in  each  generous  eye. 
L  aft  for  my  humble  Jeif-  --  thus  low  Ifue  ',    [Curtfying. 
Do  not  too  rigid gi<ve  me  all  my  due  : 
Whafs  nvant  Ing,   pardon  :     and  if  ought  appears, 
That  may  be  ripen  d  by  theatric  years, 
Kindly  protect  the  plant,  your  Jmiles  now  raife: 
JBe  mine,  obedient  thanks ;  yours,  all  tbepraife. 

*  Ben  Johnfon's  Volpone. 

THE    END    OF    VOL.  II. 
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